>       3 


m^^ 


y  r^ 


r^^^^.r/^^C .  G^//e^i^ 


LI  B  RARY 

OF   THE 

UN  IVLRSITY 

Of    ILLINOIS 


823 

Sco82a 
V.4 


Digitized  by  tine  Internet  Archive 

in  2010  witii  funding  from 

University  of  Illinois  Urbana-Champaign 


http://www.archive.org/details/amatorytalesofsp04scot 


AMATORY  TALES, 

Sec.  ^-c. 


VOL,  ly*. 


Books    lately    published  by  J,   DICK, 
and  sold  by  all  the  Booksellers. 


1.  A  WINTER  IiN  EDINBURGH,  a  No- 

vel,  3  vol.  12mo,  price  15s.  by  Honoria  Scott. 

We  have  seldom,  indeed,  found  such  a  combination  of  va- 
rious talent,  as  is  displayed  in  the  Winter  in  Edinburgh. 
"Whether  the  writer  describes  the  romantic  scenery  of  Scot- 
land, and  strays  among  wild  solitudes  or  the  fallen  remains 
of  antient  grandeur,  whether  she  indulges  in  scenes  of  broad 
humour,  or  ©f  refined  and  elegant  wit,  or  whether  in  simple 
narrative,  she  appeals  only  to  the  hearts  of  her  readers,  her 
powers  are  alike  felt,  and  her  talents  equally  resplendent. 

Satirist,  Feb.  181(X 

2.  WHO   CAN  H£  BE.?    OR  WHO  IS 

HIS  FATHEii?  a  Novel,  in-2  Vol.  price  Qsi  by' the  Author 
of  Two  Popular  Works  lately  published. 

3.  THE  CALEDO.MAN  MUSICAL  MU- 

SEUM,  2  vol.  price  4s.  6d.  per  Volume,  with  Part  First  of 
the  Music,  price  3s.  6d.  in  which  will  be  found  (among  many 
others)  200  Songs,  with  Music;  by  the  celebrated  Robert 
Burns;  embellished  with  a  Head  and  Fac-simile  of  the  Hand- 
writing of  that  Immortat^Bard'.-  \the  whole  edited  by  hi» 
Son.  The  Music,  which  is  adapted  for  the  Voice,  Violin, 
and  Pianoforte,  may  be  had  together  or  separate. 

4.  BEAUTIES  OF  THE  ARABIAN 

^"IGHTS  ENTERTAINMENTS,  neat  Pocket  Volume, 
coloured  Front,  fancy  bindii^igs,  3s. 

In  the  Press,  and  speech/ 1/  tr///  be  published,  by  J.  DICKy 

THE  AUTHORESS, 

A  Novel,  in  4  Vol.  written  in  the  Style  of  Le  Sage,  by 
Hoiioiia  Scott,  Author  of  A  Winter  in  Edinburgh,  Amatory 
'lales,  <^c. 

*^*  This  will  be  entirely  a  Characteristic  work  of  Humour 
and  Anecdote,  contaiiiing  the  Author's  Literary  Adventures, 
wiih  a  Sketch  of  her  Life. 


E.  BJackader,  Printer,  Took's  Conrt,  Chancery  Lane,  London. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

''  Oh  !  just  beheld  and  lobt,  admir'd  and  mourn'd, 
**  \Vith  softest  manners,  gentlest  arts  adorn'd/' 

THE  NARRATIVE  OF  PORTIA  D'LIA. 

Descended  from  a  race,  giving  birth  in 
its  male  line  to  statesmen  of  wisdom  and 
knights  of  unsullied  faith ;  to  the  former 
of  whom  the  long  prosperity  of  my  now- 
ruined  country  was  owing,  to  the  valor  of 
the  latter,  that  La  Sangle  was  nominated 
Citra  Invitta,  I  may  be  excused,  fallen  as 

VOL.    IV.  B 
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my  family  are  in  their  estates,  their  names 
(all  but  their  honor)  duelling  on  the  vi- 
sion of  their  greatness,  ere  it  faded  at  the 
approach  of  treachery  and  usurpation. 

No  record  of  the  volume,  consigned  by 
the  invader's  hand  to  the  flames  raised  on 
the  altar  of  imaginary  hberty,  but  con- 
tained the  name  of  Lia,  the  monuments 
sacred  to  valour  inscribed  it  on  their  ta- 
blets. The  banners,  unfurled  on  the  day 
once  dear  to  the  hearts  of  my  countrymen, 
when  the  victorious  standards  laid  on  the 
altars  of  St.  John,  recalled  its  glorious 
defence,  waved  over  the  tombs  of  my  an- 
cestars,  bearing  amid  their  wreaths  the 
same  honorable  testimony.  ]\Iy  uncles, 
3{night«  of  the  sacred  order,  though  in 
their  «day  wo  Rhodes  was  defended,  no 
St.  Elmo  proudly  repulsed  the  foes  of 
Christianity,  preserved  in  their  bosoms  the 
flame  that  kindled  in  those  of  their  de- 
parted relatives.  My  father  had  married 
•«farly  in  life  a  lady  of  accomplishments, 
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rdated  to  the  family  of  Armand,  of  French 
extraction,  and  from  whom  many  knights 
of  the  Lingua  of  Auvergne  had  been  given 
to  the  vows. 

From  this  disloyal  branch,  malice 
mourns  its  misfortunes,  and  the  connec- 
tion of  our  family  led  to  events  of  private 
sorrow,  to  which  the  life  of  my  noble  fa- 
ther eventually  was  sacrificed. 

I  was  the  sole  offspring  of  my  parents, 
and  the  death  of  my  mother  shortly  fol- 
lowing my  birth,  my  father  made  no  se- 
cond choice,  but  devoted  his  private  hours 
to  my  instrut:tion  and  society.  Floriane 
was  not  then  desolate  :  its  solitary  rooms 
were  not  despoiled  of  ornament  by  the 
hands  of  rapine,  its  proud  momentos  of 
ancient  victories  torn  from  its  walls,  or 
the  altar  of  its  worship  deprived  of  all  but 
the  invisible  presence.  Nor  did  the  sole 
survivor  of  the  wreck  of  grandeur  steal, 
with  soundless  steps,  through  the  avenues 
of  death,  to  prostrate  herself  at  the  dc* 
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scrted  shrine.  My  father  lavished  his 
M'ealth  in  the  adornment  of  his  palace  at 
Vallete,  but  it  was  in  the  shades  of  Bos- 
chetto  the  happiest  of  my  years  were  pass- 
ed. You  will  view  this  enchantmg  spot, 
stranger  ;  your  tired  eyes,  dazzled  by  the 
brilliancy  of  our  Cascu;  will  delight  to 
rest  on  its  verdure.  Situated  in  a  deep 
valley,  watered  by  rolhng  springs,  the 
trees  ofwildestgrowth  twined  their  branches 
with  the  burgamot  and  the  cedar,  and  shel- 
tered the  abode  where  my  father  preserved 
ine  from  the  intoxicating  glare  of  life.  It 
consisted  of  towers  joined  by  arches,  from 
whose -entrances  hanging  roads,  cut  through 
the  roc-ks,  led  to  groves,  amongst  whose 
blossomed  foliage  the  aviaried  bird-scare 
mourned  captivity,  and  the  bounding  ante* 
lope  wandered  regardless  of  its  speed. 

My  relative,  the  Count  d'  Armand,  was 
father  of  two  children,  Constance  and  St. 
Julio.  The  Count  D'Lia  loved  them  as 
his  own,  and  every  year  twined  the  aff^c- 
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tions  round  our  young  hearts,  as  tlte  trees 
under  which  we,  sported  mingled  their 
branches.  Armand  was  a  man  of  lux-urious 
habits  ;  he  therefore  readily  complied  with 
the  desire  Constance  expressed  of  being 
with  me ;  and  Julio,  though  the  studies 
required  as  he  advanced  in  life  called  for 
his  frequent  absence,  only  sought  pleasure 
at  the  Boschetto.  Occasionally  we  varied 
the  scene. ;  I  ";loried  as  mv  father  advanced 
to  the  altars  of  St.  John,  and  clasping  ths 
hands  of  Constance,  prayed  before  its 
shrines  that  the  glory  of  my  country  might 
survive  through  time.  Though  born  stran- 
ger in  a  land  of  liberty  and  valour,  you 
cannot  comprehend  the  enthusiasm  that 
once  filled  every  bosom  throughout  Milita. 
On  the  anniversary  of  that  day,  when,  re- 
pulsed from  our  walls  by  the  defenders  of 
the  cross,  the  infidels  shrunk  before  their 
glory,  our  women  left  the  modest  retire- 
ment of  their  abodes,  and,  carrying  theic 
children  to  the  churches,  prayed  that  tliey 
b3 
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might  be  called  to  death  ere  they  tarnished 
life.  The  tender  maiden  would  have  bathed 
the  roses  of  love  in  such  blood  as  flowed 
at  St.  Angelo.  The  father  exulted  as  his 
children  rose  to  heaven,  surrounded  by  the 
glories  of  Rhodes.  What  might  not  be 
expected  from  such  energy,  from  minds 
on  whose  recollection  the  annals  of  fame 
were  thus  preserved  ?  Oh  !  may  the  page 
of  history  be  just  to  my  country;  let  not 
the  artifices  of  foreign  treachery  be  repre- 
sented as  its  impulse,  the  mandate  of  trea- 
son as  its  voice. 

From  Julio,  Constance  and  myself  re- 
ceived a  knowledge  of  many  branches  of 
learning  usually  denied  our  sex.  Seated 
under  the  large  orange-trees,  that  scatter* 
ed  blossom,  and  atforded  shade  through 
the  watered  valley  of  the  Botchetto,  we 
by  turns  parted  the  leaves  of  animating 
history,  instructive  literature,  or  the  ele- 
gance of  poesy.  Julio,  when  the  hours  of 
our  study  were  over,  composed  extempore 
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verse  in  our  praise  ;  and  it  was  long  before 
Constance  perceived  distinction  in  his 
offspring,  or  that  I  felt  Julio  no  longer- 
considered  me  as  his  sister. 

Why  should  I  conceal  my  attachment 
to  an  object  so  deserving  of  affection  ?  I 
admitted  the  advances  of  love,  as  every 
talent  and  every  virtue  unfolded  in  the 
youth  who  inspired  it,  and  whilst  life 
smiled,  dreamt  not  its  frown  might  arise,- 
and  involve  alike  the  good,  the  brave,  ihe. 
vicious,  and  the  traitor. 

Julio  was  not  beloved  by  his  father  ; 
his  displeasure  arose  without  cause,  nor 
could  the  youth  receive  his  pardon  for 
imaginary  offences  with  confidence.  Hig 
troubles  were  confided  to  my  bosom,  for 
he  forbore,  with  the  virtue  that  ever  actu- 
ated his  actions,  to  impress  Constance 
with  a,  doubt  of  a  parent's  justice. 

It  was  at  the  period  of  the  Carnival, 
Julio  ventured  more  explicitly  to  declare 
his  passion.     He  excelled  in  music,  and 
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liabited  as  a  Sicilian,  to  the  tender  airs  of 
that  couLirry  suited  his  verse.  During  the 
delicious  evenings  of  these  days,  I  would 
lean  from  my  balcony,  as  the  masters 
crowded  towards  the  streets  of  Vallete, 
and  receive  in  Floriane  the  homage  of  my 
lover.  As  yet  words  had  not  sealed  the 
confirmation  of  the  sweet  intelligence,  but 
love  hovered  round  the  verse,  and  the 
music  of  Julia. 

Say,  does  that  heart  with  passioa  beat,    - 
Its  downy  throne  with  sighs  respire, 
When  breaks  on  night  a  lover's  feet. 
When  wakes  ike  music  of  his  lyre  ? 

"When  Portia  hears  her  name  arise 
In  midnight  plaints  of  amorous  love, 
"\Vhispei*5  a  thought — who  seeks  her  eves 
Amid  the  solitary  grove. 

Who  trembles  as  by  Cupids  borne. 
Her  treach'rous  veil  forsakes  its  place, 
By  zephyr  from  soft  verses  torn. 
And  the  Madona  seems  a  grace. 
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If  then,  sweet  maid,  thy  fancy  dreanl 
On  him  who  wakes  the  midnight  hour. 
Bestow  from  beauty's  eye  one  beam. 
When  next  ye  seek  Boschetto's  bow'r*." 

In  the  path  presenting  itself  to  our  pas- 
sion, no  image  seemed  to  arise  to  deter  us 
from  its  pursuit.  Shortly,  tlYe  volumes  of 
graver  authors  were  exchanged  for  those 
wliose  sentiments  were  those  of  our  hearts; 
we  read  and  understood  the  passages  each 
pointed  out  for  the  perusal  of  the  other, 
and  their  allusion. 

Long  ere  the  timidity  of  youth  found 
words  of  its  own  to  express  the  new-bora 
feeling,  Constance,  though  her  choice  led 
her  to  a  monastic  life,  beheld  our  passioa 
with  approval.  Alas  !  those  were  alone  igno- 
rant of  its  progress,  with  whom,  rested  the 
power  of  hallowing  the  flame,  or  extin- 
guishing it  for  ever. 

*  Translation. 


B.5 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

**  Come,  if  thou  Jarest,  all  charming  Its  thou  art^ 

**  Oppose  thyself  to  heav'n ;  dispute  ray  heart; 

*'  Come  with  one  glance  of  those  deluding  eyes, 

"  Blot  out  each  bright  idea  of  the  skies  ;— 

**  No,  fly  me,  fly  me  far  as  pole  from  pole  ; 

**  Eise,  Alps,  between  us,  and  whole  oceans  roll." 

Shortly  I  awoke  to  a  truth,  that  came 
©ver  the  delicious  hopes  Julio  had  formed 
of  our  union,  like  the  destructive  earth- 
quake, sweeping  away  every  vestige  but 
that  of  memory.  The  wave  seemed  to  re- 
turn, but  it  brought  not  the  fairy  palaces, 
of  love.  Armand  had  seen  me  at  a  ball, 
given  by  the  Knights  on  the  eve  of  the 
carnival.  My  person,  in  the  simphcity  of 
attire,  (he  viewed  it  when  occasionally 
visiting  at  the  Boschetto),  had  failed  to  at- 
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tract  him.  In  the  adornments  my  rank 
and  the  occasion  demanded,  ,1. had  struck 
his. attention.  Perhaps  my  mind  had  com- 
municated its  colour  to  my  features  ;  pas- 
sion for  Julio  might  have  sparkled  in  my 
eyes  and  glowed  on  my  cheek,  when  my 
father  communicated  to  me  count  Ar- 
mand-s  offer.  I  fell  at  his  feet  in  a  trance 
of  sorrow  and  despair.  It  seemed  as  if 
nature  had  faded,  and  every  lovely  object 
in  creation  changed  to  deformity.  The 
horrible  images  swam  an  instant  before  my 
eyes,  and  then  were  lost  in  insensibility. 
On  my  recovery,  I  found  myself  still  alone 
with  my  father,  who,  soothing  me  with 
tenderness,  would  have  deferred  the  sub- 
ject of  our  interview  till  my  spirits  calmed. 
But  I  waved  the  respite. 

"Let  this  hour  determine    my  fate," 
cried  I,  in  anguish ;  **  speak,  do  I  live  or 
die^  at  your  command  r" 
11.6 
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"  Recollect  yourself,  Porlia,"  cried 
D'Lia.  "  What,  urges  you  thus  to  forget, 
iny  past  indulgence,  or  to  doubt  its  influ- 
ence in  future  ? — I  eanj  my  child,  but  in- 
terpret your  emotion  but  one  way."  Start- 
ing from  me,  he  seized  his  sword,  and  ex- 
claimed, as  he  iii'ed  at  thought,  '^  You. 
have  been,  insulted,  Portia ;  and  by  Ar-^ 
mand,  by  the  honor  of  my  ancestors,  I  ex- 
claim, his  blood  mingling  with. mine,  shall 
not  defend  him." 

*'  Ah  1  how  widely  you-  mistake,",  cried 
I,  til]  owing  my  arms  round  him,  and  seek- 
ing in  his  loved  bosom  a  shelter  to  my 
43lushes.  "  Have  I  not  been  trained  from, 
infancy  with  Julio,  his  thoughts  been  ex- 
ciianged  with  mine,  our  pleasures,  our 
pursuits  alike  ?  Oh  !  my  father,  what, 
wonder,  I  love  him,  all  virtuous,  all  ami- 
able as  }ou  know  him  to  be  ?" 

D'Lia  suddenly  put  me  from  him,  and 
walked  from  me.     Returning,   he  grasped 
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my  arm,  and  in  a  tone  of  serious  severity 
thus  addressed  me: — 

"Does  it  not  rise  to  your  mind,  Portia, 
that,  of  a  house,  rich  in  the  actions  of  its 
men,  something  mav  be  demanded  of  its 
females;  that  fortitude,  and  the  dehcacy 
that  turns  from  forbidden  passion,  may  be 
expected  from  Portia." 

"  Oh,  my  father,"  exclaimed  I,  *'  why 
this  severity  of  rep!'oof?  if  my  cheek  was 
suffused  as  I  spoke  of  the  object  on  which 
my  soul  doats,  it  was  the  iunoccnce,  not 
the  guilt,  of  my  passion-that  tinged  it." 

*'  Was  aot  our  enj?rgies,  Portia,  on  this 
subject,"  said  my  father,  sternly  waving. 
Ws  hand,  **  say,  can  I  believe,  when  trial 
assaults  you,  the  effect  of  your  blood  and. 
your  education  will  he  a  sufficient  firmness 
to  meet  it.;  that  when  you  learn  every 
wreath  that  childi^jh  fancy  wove,  in  these 
hours  of  intercourse  you  speak  of,  must 
be  rudely  torn  from  your  bosom,  you  will. 
rise  superior  to  the  weakness  of  women^ 
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and  cease  my  regrets  for  the  want  of  a 
&on  to  my  house.  Portia,"  cried  fee, 
more  tenderly  affected,  as  I  silently-lifted 
my  eyes,  and  both  my  tears  and  the  cur- 
rent of  my  veins  appeared  to  freeze;  '*  who, 
Portia,  can  tell  the  cares  that  fill  a  fa- 
ther's breast,  from  the  hour  when  the  in- 
fant steps  threaten  danger,  to  that  in 
which  passions  hurry  the  cherished  off- 
spring to  the  abyss  of  virtue.'^ 

**  Your  words  are  ambiguous,  my  fa» 
ther3"  cried  1 ;  '^  \s  not  the  love  of  virtue 
and  of  Julio  one  ?" 

*'  Come  to  my  bosom,  unhappy  Portia,'' 
cried  my  father,  '*  recline  in  my  parental 
bosom  ;  sheltered  in  my  arms,  receive  the 
first  stroke  of  fate  your  youth  has  encoun- 
tered. Julio,  my  child,  lives  no  more  for, 
you  or  love,  in  my  presence — in  that  of 
heaven  he  has  vowed  ta-  his  father  he  will 
embrace  the  order  of  Jerusalem  :  you  can- 
not fly  from  this,  Portia^  you  must  meet 
him — must  respect  his  vow— honor  his  vir-^ 
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tue,  and  finally,  receive  him  as  the  son  of 
Armand,  of  your-- " 

"  Stay/'  cried  I,  interrupting  the  dread- 
ed word,  **  tell  me,  noble  D'Lia,  why  I 
am  thus  to  be  sacrificed  ?  Julio's  is  a  glo- 
rious fate.  May  the  man  I  love  bfe 
sri'engthened  in  virtue  by  the  recollection 
of  me  !  I  would  not,  for  the  brightest 
vision  hope,  fallacious  hope  1  has  bestow- 
ed, withdraw  him  from  such  a  destiny  ; 
but  7??e,  my  father,  why,  when  Julia  soars 
above  his  passion,  should  I  sink  degraded 
below  mine  ?" 

*'  L  will  converse  no  farther  v/ith  yoi>, 
Portia,"  replied  my  father,  gravely;  '*  I 
depart  for  Valette,  and  give  you  a  few  days 
of  reflection — on  my  return  it  remains 
with  you  to  evince  the  affection  of  a 
child,  or  the  ingratitude  of  an  alien." 

*'  Do.  I  dream,"  cried  I,  as  with  con- 
fused and  bewitched  ideas  I  paced  the  so- 
litudes of  Boschetto,  *^  my  father  in  union 
iKith  Arinand;    vice   and  virtue  linked;, 
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Constance  retired  to  her  convent;  and 
Julio,  Julio,  gone  without  an  adieu  ! 
Friends  of  my  youth,  whither  are  ye  fled?" 
Weeping  bitterly,  I.  sought  every  haunt 
where  friendship  had  soothed;  love  pleadr 
ed,  and  addressing  the  inanimate  objects 
around,^  accused  them  of  not  replying  to 
me,  of  abandoning  me  like  those  I  loved. 

Thus  passed  the  first  day  in  retirement 
and  despair  ;  on  the  second  I  sought  Con- 
stance ;  her  convent  was  situated  a  short 
distance  from  my  abode  ;  I  hied  to  our 
Lady  of  Hadia,  and  requesting  an  interT 
view  with  Constance,  revealed  every  par- 
ticular of  my  threatened  fate. 

The  gentle  Maria  wept  over  me; 
'VPortia,"  cried  she,  **.  never  can  you  be 
happv  with  my  father;  I  beseech  you,,  re- 
sist such  an  union ;  you  know  him  not, 
and  a  daughter  hesitates  to  name  him." 
**My  father,"  exclaimed  1,  "  has  knovv-^ 
ledge  of  his  relative,  yet  bestows  me'withi 
out  remorse — can  D'Lia  be  thus  upjust  ?'.' 
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''Well,  Portia,"  cried  she,  *' I  know 
the  reason  the  nobles  of  ]\Ialta  join  the 
divisions  of  the  knights.  This  u.iion 
of  Portia,  this  sacrifice  of  Julio  will  at- 
tach Armand  to  the  cause,  and  convince 
even  the  most  incredulous  of  his  attach* 
ment  to  the  interests  D'Lia  espouses."  • 

A  flash  of  conviction  shot  across  my 
mind.  In  Boschetto,  during  my  temporary 
stay  at  Floriane,  I  had  heard  of  differences 
of  opinion,  of  suspicion  attached  to  cei- 
tain  characters,  and  gf  the  consequences 
apprehended. 

My  spirit  revolted  at  the  sacrifice  ;  and 
throwing  myself  at  the  feet  of  the  superior, 
1  entreated  an  asylum,  and  permibsion  to 
assume  the  veil. 

Coldly  raising  me,  she  declined  receiv- 
ing vows  unauthorized  by  a  parent's  sanc- 
tion. **  When  ihe  count  D'Lia  and  Ar-. 
mand  present  you,  my  daughter,"  said 
she,  ^*  my  doors  will  be  opea,  to  youc 
steps." 
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I  gazed  on  her :  my  destiny  seemed 
known,  and  to  lurk  beneath  the  malice  of 
her  smile. 

**  Even  heaven  refuses  me,"  cried  I,  as 
I  embraced  Constance  ;  and  retired  where 
no  friend  consoled,  no  lover  wept  my  fate. 

Heavily  as  grief  weighs  down  the  senses, 
time  flies  over  the  weary  hours.  I  started 
as  my  father  returned.  So  soon,  thought 
I ;  who  sdys  the  moments  of  grief  tarry  ?- 
Yet,  alas  !  mine  have  only  fled,  to  bring- 
those  of  greater  sorrow,  of  more  poignant^ 
anguish.. 

"  Portia,"  cried  my  father,  *'  Julio  re- 
ceives, to-morrow,  the  first  step  of  his  pro- 
fession, let  me  not  have  the  shame  of  your 
absence ;  every  relative  brings  gifts  ;  com^ 
mand  my  tr^'asures  for  yours  ;  even  Con- 
stance leaves  her  convent  and  bestows  the 
consecrated  rosary." 

My  father's  discourse  awakened  pride. 
True,  thought  I,  Julio  has  not  vow^ed  to 
reserve   his   alfeclions  for  me.  alone ;  his 
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choice  is  such  as  I  ought  not  to  repine  at^ 
but  sure,  to  hours  passed  as  ours,  lovers 
as  impassioned  as  we  have  exchanged  an 
adieu,  however  cold  it  might  have  beea 
given  ;  however,  I  may  resist  an  unioa 
with  Armand,  cried  I,  mentally,  it  be- 
comes my  sex  and  my  honour  to  convince 
his  son,  the  hour  that  severed  his  heart 
from  its  attachments  released  mine. 

I  came  to  Floriane  the  morning  oa 
which  Julio,  but  seventeen,  was  received 
by  the  knights  in  majority,  at  the  mansion 
of  his  father ;  the  nobles  of  Malta  assem- 
bled, and  thither  Portia  repaired  with  her 
gift. 

2\Iy  father,  alarmed  at  my  delay,  flew  to 
the  staircase  as  my  name  was  announced, 
and  paused  in  astonishment  at  my  appear- 
ance. Magnificently  dressed,  my  cheek 
flushed  to  crimson,  as  pride  sugcrested  the 
imagination,  that  him,  who  bad  forsaken 
me,  triumphed  in  my  supposed  sorrow,  I 
gave  D'Lia  my  hand,  and  bade  him  lead  me 
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to  his  friends.  Aly  gift  was  an  enamelled 
cross  of  the  order  of  St.  John,  and  ad- 
vancing towards  the  youthful  nov.ice— 
**  You  have  well  chosen,"  exclaimed  I ; 
*'  receive  the  badge  of  your  profession 
from  the  hand  of  Portia."  I  ventured  not 
a  glance  at  Julio,  but  sought  his  sister, 
who,  with  moistened  eyes,  turned,  to  a 
window  to  conceal  her  emotion. 

The  day  was  spent  in  festivity ;  the 
hurry  of  my  spirits  contributed  to  support 
them.  Once,  only,  I  glanced  at  him  whose 
voice  no  longer  addressed  me,  whose  wrapt 
attention  listened  to  my  tones  no  moreJ 
his  countenance  of  ashy  paleness,  was  con- 
trasted by  his  sable  dress  ;  on  his  breast 
he  had  placed  Portia's  crown  ;  thoughtful 
and  melancholy,  he  seemed  to  avoid  all 
with  whom  he  had  smiled. 

Armand  exhilarated,  and  flushed  with 
wine,  would  have  embraced  the  opportu- 
nity of  urging  his  love,  but  recoiling  from 
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him,    I  bade  my  father  be  contented  with 
the  sacrifice  ah'eady  made. 

^*  I  am,  Portia,"  cried  D'Lia,  as  he  en- 
tered my  apartment  that  night,  **  but  re- 
flect, I  beseech  you,  that  a  mind  as  ca* 
pable  as  yours  of  overcoming  wrong  im- 
pressions, may,  at  the  call  of  duty,  transfer 
affection,  as  parental  love  would  guide  it." 

''  When  you  gaze  on  a  tomb,  my  fa- 
ther," replied  I  mournfully,  "  though  the 
memorialed  inscription  is  faded,  and  the 
world  no  longer  perceives  whose  name  was 
there  inscribed,  whose  idea  affection  had 
eloquently  mourned,  you  doubt  not  its 
having  received  the  form  once  breatiiing 
life  and  joy  ;  that  it  yet  retains  a^hes  !  no 
hand,  but  that  of  sacrilege  would  remove, 
a«d  that  on  that  spot  no  breath  oi  life 
can  arise.  Thus,  my  father,"'  said  I,  ten- 
derly clasping  his  hands  in  mine,  whilst 
ray  tears  fell  on  them,  **  thus  from  Por- 
tia's countenance,  the  inscription  may  be 
effa<:ed,  no  eye  reads  of  Julio  in  her  looks, 
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but  does  her  father  doubt  her  heart  is  his 
tomb  ?" 

Turning  from  me,  D'Lia  sought  his  re- 
lative. Many  weeks  after  I  heard  him  tell 
Armand  the  hour  was  not  propitious  to 
urge  his  suit,  and  this  respite  from  an 
union  so  abhorred,  gave  me  comparative 
happiness. 

Constance  received  the  veil ;  she  en- 
tered into  the  profession  of  her  faith  with 
prospects  of  happiness;  the  quiet  of  a  mo- 
nastic life  suited  her  gentk  spirit,  its  fre- 
quency of  devotion,  h^r  religious  fervor  ; 
she  had  formed  no  attachments  to  deter 
her  from  the  path  she  chose  :  Julio  and 
myself  were  the  objects  of  her  sole  love, 
and  s^ch  friends  were  admitted  to  her  con- 
verse. Chance  appeared  to  favour  me, 
for,  during  a  year,  though  mixing  with 
society,  of  which  Julio  formed  part,  I 
never  found  myself  alone  with  him  ;  even 
at  the  convent,  our  hours  of  visiting  Con- 
stance were  so  remote  that  I  at  length  for- 
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got  the  possibility  that  existed  of  our  meet* 
ing  there. 

It  was,  however,  here  Portia  and  Julio 
met  again.  I  had  walked  from  Boschetto 
to  the  convent,  accompanied  by  an  attend- 
ant, with  the  intention  of  passing  the  day 
wdth  Constance,  previous  to  vny  departure 
on  a  tour  of  the  island,  proposed  by  my 
father,  for  the  restoration  of  a  health  that 
had  not  encountered  the  mental  agitations 
of  the  last  year  without  injury.  My  friend 
had  scarcely  embraced  me  than  the  por- 
tress ran  to  inform  us  her  brother  ap- 
proached ;  Constance  frightened  at  my 
agitauon,  had  but  just  time  to  open  the 
rail  of  a  small  oratory,  and  draw  its  cur- 
tain, before  Julio  entered.  The  sound  of 
his  voice  had  always  affected  me,  as  indif- 
ferent converse  he  held  with  others  reached 
my  ear,  but  now  he  believed  himself  alone, 
with  a  sister  deservedly  dear,  his  tones  as- 
sumed as  much  the  tender  lones  of  former 
days  ;  I  wept  at  th€  recollection. 
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Constance  seemed  sedulously  to  avert 
the  discourse  from  every  subject  that  might 
affect  me  ;  JuHo  perceived  it  without  sus- 
picion of  her  motive,  and  said-^"  I  have 
informed  you,  my  dearest  Constance,  of 
my  intention  of  quitting  Malta  for  Goza; 
the  quiet  of  its  shores,  and  the  converse, 
of  the  Chevalier  Vendome,  will  suit  me 
better  than  the  noisy  festivity  of  Valette ; 
besides,'*  said  he,  **  I  have  not  the  resolu- 
tion of  Portia,  nor  can  I  witness  her 
marriage,  or  bestow  gifts." — I  sighed 
deeply. 

"  Constance,"  resunred  he,  "  there 
appears  a  mystery  in  my  father's  conduct, 
if  Portia,  as  he  induced  me  to  believe,  ac- 
cepts his  vows,  why  this  hesitation  ?" 

**  I  have  no  reason  to  believe,  Julio," 
replied  his  sister,  *'  that  my  friend  will 
ever  be  united  to  Armand." 

*^  But  I  have,  Constance,  proof  even 
to  her  letters,"  exclaimed  he.  I  clung  to 
the  shrine  nearly  fainting. 
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"  Julio,"  replied  my  friend,  with  a  se- 
Housness  that  fixed  her  attention,  "  I  have 
hilherto  avoided  this  subject,  now  let  me, 
in  justice  to  Portia,  pursue  it.  When  you 
chose  the  cross  and  rejected  the  ring, 
Julio,  my  wishes  were  too  similar  not  for 
me  to  feel  the  merit  of  the  offering,  and 
the  worth  of  him  who  voluntarily  in  youth 
gave  up  the  flowery  paths  of  the  world  for 
the  thorny  one  of  Christianity  ;  but  whilst 
I  can  approve  my  brother's  choice,  let  me 
do  justice  to  Portia ;  if  she  presented  you 
the  sacred  symbol  unmoved — if  she  joined 
the  crowd  of  congratulating  friends,  was 
it  not  thus  she  should  have  acted,  to  meet 
our  ideas  of  the  superiority  of  her  cha- 
racten" 

**  Allow  it  as  you  picture,  Constance,'' 
cried  Julio,  *'  and  I  could  worship  her, 
but  grant  her  fickle,  that  the  gayer  man- 
ner, and  gallant*  habits  of  the  still  hand- 
some Armand  have  succeeded  to  those  of 
the  kss  practised  youth,  who  doated  on 
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her  smiles ;  and  how  this  boasted  idol  of 
your  friendship  fades  to  inconstant  wo- 
man I" 

"  Say  not  so,"  replied  his  sister;  "I 
swear  to  you,  Julio,  never  were  my  fa- 
ther's addresses  received  by  Portia." 

*'  Thus  you  believe/'  replied  the  agi- 
tated youth  ;  "  hsten  to  me,  however, 
Constance — ere  a  thought  entered  my 
bosom,  whose  result  would  part  me  from 
Portia,  I  was  summoned  to  my  father ; 
the  call  was  a  peremptory  one,  and  I  left 
Boschetto  never  to  return  as  a  lover  to  its 
bovvers," 

On  entering  my  father's  apartment,  he 
informed  me  briefly,  that  the  honor  of  ad- 
mission to  the  order  of  St.  John  had  been 
solicited  for  me;  *'  this,  my  son,"  said  he, 
*'  will  obliterate  the  suspicion  myJat-e  cor- 
respondence with  France  has  incurred,  and 
further,  I  espouse  my  relativCj  Portia 
D%ia." 

"  Starting  back,  I  remained  some  mo- 
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nients  in  an  attitude  of  astonishment ;  re- 
covered at  length,  I  faulteringly  demanded 
if  Portia  was  apprised  of  his  intentions, 
if  D'Lia  consented  to  the  marriage." 

•*  It  is  even  so,"  replied  Armand,  the 
triumph  of  anticipated  success  glowing  on 
his  cheek. 

"  Prove  this,"  cried  I,  in  agitation, 
"  and  I  swear  by  the  holy  saints  to  enter 
on  my  profession  whenever  you  demand 
me  to  do  so." 

^'  Let  this  prove  the  first,"  cried  he, 
placing  a  billet  from  Portia  in  my  hand. 

I  read  it  with  amazement;  the  charac- 
ter was  familiar  to  me,  but  how  altered  the 
style  1  was  this  the  modest  Portia,  shrink- 
ing even  from  the  breeze  that  disordered 
her  veil,  and  turning,  with  averted  looks, 
from  the  homage  paid  her  by  a  first  affec- 
tion— thus  owning  her  affection  for  one 
less  constant  in  passion,  less  delicate  in  its 
expression. 

*'  I  am  satisfied/'  cried  I,  returning  him 
c2 
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the  paper  ;  **  produce  your  second  proof 
and  I  am  what  you  will." 

Opening  a  door  he  led  me  to  the  Count 
D'Lia. 

'^  My  lord,"  said  he,  "  is  it  fact,  you 
consent  to  bestow  on  me  the  beauteous 
Portia  ?" 

'*  It  is,"  replied  D'Lia. 

*'  Then,"  resumed  Armand,  "  em- 
brace my  son  ;  he  enters  on  his  profession 
of  knighthood  ere  my  marriage." 

D'Lia  embraced  me,  but  I  was  marble 
to  his  touch.  "  Let  nie  not  dwell  on  this, 
Constance,  I  have  vowed  to  forget  your 
friend  ;  useless  is  therefore  our  regrets." 

**  We  will  not  add  to  them,"  calmly 
replied  Constance. 

**  Will  she  not  defend  mer"  cried  I, 
mentally,  ^*  not  assert  the  innocence,  none 
"better  knows.  O  Constance,"  exclaimed 
I,  as  Julio  left  her,  "  let  me  follow — let 
me  undeceive  him  ;  cruel  friend,  you  have 
Allowed  him  to  depart  without  exonorating 
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me;  I  have  been  treacherously  used  ;  O, 
Constance,  you  never  loved,  else  would 
you  have  assured  your  brother  of  Portia's 
affection." 

^*  Are  you  offended,  my  beloved  sister, 
my  attached]  friend  r"  said  the  rrun,  kiss- 
ing my  forehead,  which  she  moistened 
with  her  tears,  "  that  I  have  spared  Julio 
those  unavailing  regrets  ?  be  convinced, 
better  it  is  he  should  be  deceived,  than  of- 
fend heaven  by  a  renewal  of  an  affection 
incompatible  with  the  vows  he  has  sworn." 

Constance  conversed  with  me,  till,  con- 
vinced by  her  arguments,  I  promised  no 
attempt  should  be  made,  on  my  part,  to 
undeceive  her  brother ;  yet  reflecting  on 
the  treachery  practised  towards  me,  I 
admitted  the  thought  of  my  father's  hav- 
ing conspired  against  me,  and  all  the  re- 
spect and  ardent  affection  I  had  borne 
him,  changed  to  a  sullen  suspicious  taci- 
turnity of  manner,  that  appeared  ta 
grieve  and  surprise  him. 
c  3 
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From  a  tour  of  the  island  we  were  re- 
called to  Valette,  by  the  alarming  news  of 
,an  enemy's  approach ;  it  was  now  the 
treacherous  conduct  of  Armand  became 
manifest;  the  Pvlaltese  refused,  by  his  or- 
ders (issued  from  Flariane)  supplies,  were 
unable  to  defend  their  works  ;  lang  the 
source  of  corruption,  and  in  the  interests 
of  France,  he  seized  the  moment,  and 
opened  Valette  to  their  possession.  Never 
will  the  night  in  which  the  army  ent-ered 
Floriane  be  absent  from  my  memory  ;  my 
father,  whose  vain  efforts  to  avenge  his 
countrymen  to  resistance,  were  fruitless, 
and  whose  reproaches  awakened  revenge 
in  the  bosom  of  Armand,  remained  some 
days  a  prisoner  in  Floriane  ;  during  this 
period  we  were  reconciled  ;  the  billet  (fa- 
tal proof  of  my  infidelity)  he  knew  not  of; 
and  straining  each  other  in  warm  em- 
braces, we  but  sought  ta  meet  death  ta- 
gether.  A  French  officer  of  rank  remain- 
ed in  the  palace,  and  daily  the  threats  of 
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Armand  forced  me  to  the  banquet  at  which 
he  revelled,  with  the  companions  of  his 
treacherous  correspondence.  The  villain, 
forgetting  the  ties  of  blood,  no  longer  as- 
sumed the  mask  ;  he  insultingly  told  me 
marriage  was  no  longer  in  my  choice,  and 
in  derision,  bade  the  proud  Portia  serve 
him  with  wine  ;  the  noble  D'Lia,  as  I  left 
him  to  attend  these  usurpers  of  power, 
wept  over  the  daughter  he  was  unable  to 
defend  ;  in  vain  I  assured  him  mv  honor 
was  respected,  and  that  my  fortitude  was 
with  my  situation.  My  absence  was  pass- 
ed by  him  in  agonies  that  mock  utterance, 
and  even  when  the  welcome  step,  for 
which  be  had  anxiously  listened  smote  his 
ear,   he  turned  away,  fearful  of  enquiry. 

The  last  evening  I  passed  with  him, 
calling  me  to  his  bed,  he  wept  tenderly  on 
my  neck,  *^  Portia,  my  love,"  exclaimed 
the  noble  DXia,  *'  I  am  summoned  where 
the  expression  of  zeal,  I  feel  it  impossible 
to  repress,  may  occasion  our  parting  foir 
c4 


56  THE  MALTESE  PORTRAIT, 

&ver;  blame  me  not,  my  child,  if  left  alone 
to  the  cruelty  of  revengeful  man,  you 
mourn  over  a  father's  loss  !  forgive  me, 
Portia,  every  instance  of  your  virtue,  as  a 
woman,  your  affection  as  a  daughter, 
swells  my  heart  almost  to  breaking." 

Throwing  myself  beside  him,  in  the  ago* 
ny  of  sorrow,  I  implored  him  not  to  obey 
an  order,  issued  by  those  invested  with  no 
right  of  control. 

*'  Peace,  sweet  girl,"  cried  he,  "  my 
fate  is  the  extreme  of  happiness  to  that 
you  may  encounter ;  listen  to  me,  Portia, 
in  the  small  oratory  opening  from  your 
chamber  is  your  portrait,  the  canvass 
stretched  on  a  pannel ;  apply  the  instru- 
ment I  give  you  to  the  corner  nearest  the 
altar,  the  picture  wHl  slide  in,  leaving  an 
aperture,  through  which  you  may  escape  ;. 
the  path  leading  into  the  catacomb 
branches  into  a  diversity  of  paths,  in  those 
intricacies  providence  must  guide  your 
tsteps;  their  extent  is  unknown," 
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D'Lia  parted  frofri  ine  with  forboding 
fears.  On  the  morrow  Armaiid  siailed, 
for  his  undaunted  opposer  lay  cursed  with 
wounds;  the  villain  drank  with  steady  hand 
the  cup  his  slave  presented,  but  shrinking 
from  his  touch,  I  retired  to  my  apartment, 
anxiously  awaiting  the  return  of  that  fa- 
ther, who  had,  ere  then,  ceased  even  tc 
feel  for  the  woes  of  his  child] 


c5 
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CHAPTER  V. 


I'm  the  sam€ 


**  My  veins  then  did  not  swell  \vith  pride ;  nor  now 
•'  They  shrink  with  fear." 

IHE  desponding  medftations  in  which  I 
had  sunk,  were  interrupted  by  a  low  sound 
at  my  lattice.  Rising,  I  perceived  a  pa- 
per had  been  thrust  between  the  bars  ; 
and  innagining  it  to  contain  intelligence  of 
my  father,  eagerly  opened  it.  It  required 
considerable  time  to  decipher  the  contents, 
which  were  written  in  Maltese  patois,  and 
abounded  with  foreign  characters.  To  my 
sorrow,  no  part  of  it  related  to  D'Lia  ;  a 
caution  of  danger  was  given  ;  I  was  de- 
sired to  write  a  list  of  whatever  might  be 
of  use  in  favoring  my  escape,  and  to  de- 
posit the  paper  under  a  statue  of  Lesbia 
near  my  window.     In  passing  for  this  pux* 
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pose  near  the  saloon,  where  Armand  and 
his  repuf)Hcan  guest  were  filHng,  to  the 
oblivion  of  their  crimes,  I  caught  words 
that  filled  me  with  terror ;  and  leaning 
against  a  pillar  in  breathless  agony,  became 
convinced  I  .must  determine  on  immediate 
escape*.  Armand  disgusted,  as  he  said, 
with  my  obstinacy  and  pride,  gave  me  to 
his  companion,  adding  significantly,  he 
should  be  absent  from  Fioriane  during  the 


night. 


Jacobi,  my  father's  old  gardener,  I 
have  no  doubt,  gave  me  the  alarm  of  my 
danger,  and  deposited  at  my  request  a 
large  mantle,  and  a  lamp  secured  from  the 
air.  A  basket  of  slight  provision  was  add- 
ed  by  my  unknown  friend.  I  listened  for 
the  departing  steps  of  my  persecutor,  and 
flying  to  my  chamber,  secured  the  entrance 
and  prepared  for  my  escape.  Putting  off 
the  dress  the  insulting  Armand  had  insist- 
ed I  should  appear  in,  I  clad  myself  in  a 
plain  ga,rb,  and  fastening  a  stiletto  in  my 
c  6 
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girdle,  in  whose  folds  were  concealed  a 
purse  of  Sequins,  wrapt  myself  in  the 
cloak,  and  taking  my  basket  on  my  arm, 
committed  myself  to  the  direction  of  pro- 
^vidence. 

I  easily  threw  back  tli^  portraitj  but  re- 
coiled an  instant  as  the  dark  chasm  ap- 
peared, tlirough  whose  doubtful-  paths  1 
was  destined  to  wander^  A  slight  noise 
seeming  to  proceed  from  my  chamber- 
door,  quickened  my  resolutions ;  and  dart- 
ing through  the  aperture,  I  closed  the 
pannel  behind  my  frighted  steps.  An  in- 
stant I  paused,  ere  I  commenced  my  walk 
through  the  repositories  of  the  dead.  The 
lamp  gave  but  an  imperfect  view  of  sur- 
rounding objects.  A  narrow  passage  seem- 
ed 10  diverge  towards  the  left ;  and  this- 
I  chose,  in  the  hope  of  its  communicating^ 
with  the  catacombs  of  Pitta  Veccha. 

Day  and  night  were  now  no  longer  dis- 
tinguishable. Traversing  vast  extents,  I 
knew  not  their  directiion  ;    nor  could  tho: 
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lapse  of  time  be  guessed,  but  by  the  fa- 
tigue that  induced  me  to  seek  a  temporary 
repose  on  the  sepulchral  niches  that  lined 
the  subterraneous  way.  Sometimes  the 
path  terminated  in  an  ex<:avated  chamber, 
or  my  progress  was  impeded  by  a  tomb  ; 
and  returning,  my  fainting  steps  were 
doomed  to  retrace  the  tedious  way  they, 
had  before  trod. 

It  was  remarkable,     that    during    my 
wanderings  through  the  catacombs,  places- 
formerly  affording  shelter  from  invasion, 
I  did  not,   in  times  as  perilous  as  any.  pre- 
ceding, meet  one  individual.     Frequently. 
I  hailed  with  joy  beams  of  light  darting 
through  fissures   of  the   roof,   but  found 
them  occasioned  alone  by  the  protruding 
brrmches,       that     insinuated     themselves 
through  the  soft  and  porous  stone,  o^iened. 
a  passage   for  tiis  shrubs,  and  aduilled 
gleamt  jf  the  sun.  It  was,  as  I  afterwards-, 
karnt,  the  fourth  day  of  my  wanderings^ 
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when  nearly  spent  with  fatigue  and  appre- 
hension, I  approache-d  an  opening.  The 
sight  of  a  termination  of  ihe  weary  way 
recalled  my  almost  exhausted  spirits.  I 
cautiously  approached  the  aperture,  and 
carefully  removing  the  thick  foliage,  ven- 
tured to  survey  the  spot,  on  which  provi- 
dence had  thrown  me.  It  was  evening  ; 
a  still  quiet  seemed  to  pervade  all  nature, 
no  step  alarmed  my  fears,  no  voice  broke 
on  the  calm  ;  the  chirping  of  the  lizard, 
and  a  low  murmur  resembling  the  sighing 
of  distant  waves,  alone  interrupted  the 
repose  of  day. 

I  perceived  myself  on  high  ground, 
whence  the  ocean  opened  to  view  the  rock 
of  Fvlgona,  round  which  the  Mediterra- 
nean spread  its  blue  waters.  Determined 
my  situatioHj  I  almost  doubted  the  evi- 
dence of  my  senses.  I  had  reached  the  Cd- 
sal  of  Zirieck,  on  the  south  of  the  Island,. 
Here  with  my  father,  when  on  our  tour^. 
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I  had  been  received  by  the  curate  of  the 
village,  and  experienced  an  attention  win- 
ning to  young  minds.  ]\Iy  disguise  con- 
cealed me  ettectualiy  ;  and  emerging  from 
the  dismal  caves,  in  which  I  had  been  so 
long  immured,  I  ventured  to  enquire  foF 
Mortraye,  in  the  village,  arid  was  directed 
by  a  woman  to  the  church  Di  San  Giuliano* 
The  streets  were  nearly  deserted  ;  and  en- 
tering the  consecrated  abode,  I  returned 
thanks  for  my  preservation,  and  offered 
up  prayers  for  that  father,  with  whose  aw- 
ful fate  I  was  yet  unacquainted. 

When  service  had  ended,  I  waited  tiU 
^he  few  that  attended  it  had  withdrawn  ; 
and  throwing  myself  on  my  knees  before 
the  pious  Mortraye,  entreated  his  protec- 
tion. The  good  old  man  raising  me,  with 
expressions  of  pity  and  regret,  bade  me 
not  fear. 

''  Lady,*'  cried  he,  your  fate  is  marked 
by  the  cruel  reverses  of  fortune.  Take 
courage ;  seldom  is  youth  thus    afflicted^ 
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but  to  answer  some  hidden  purpose  of 
heaven,  in  which  wisdom  will  yet  be  mani- 
fest. Lis  concealed  in  my  abode,  till 
happier  days.  In  Zirieck,  I  have  no  ap- 
prehension of  curiosity  being  excited  on 
your  account." 

Mortraye  was  right.  The  males  of  the 
Casal  had  been  ordered  to  Valette,  and 
the  children  and  women  were  mostly  em- 
ployed in  gathering  cotton  at  a  small  dis- 
tance from  their  abodes.  Illness  followed 
the  exertions  my  frame  had  undergone  ; 
the  venerable  curate  nursed  me  with  the 
tenderness  of  a  parent,  and  the  skill  of  a. 
physician.  By  his  attentions  I  was  recalled 
from  the  brink  of  the  grave,  nor  would  he 
allow  me  to  mourn  my  preservation. 
"  Life,"  would  he  say,  ''  is  given  you  by 
that  Power,  who  best  knows  if  vou  are 
destined  yet  to  be  happy." 

Alas  !  what  prospect  could  e\^en  hope 
grasping  at  shadow,  ^ive  of  such  an  event  ? 
Flying  from  scenes  of  violence  and  insi>lt,. 
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respected  not  by  my  own  blood,  I  was 
thrown  on  the  mercy  of  strangers  ;  not 
daring  to  enquire  for  the  father,  whose 
safety  I  trembled  for,  myshrinedConstancr> 
the  once  beloved  and  regretted  Julio. 

Short  were  the  reign  of  Armand's  party 
in  ]\Ialta,  when  urged  by  the  violation  of 
their  religion,  the  brave  Maltese  stormed 
Valette.  The  traitor  fell,,  covered  with 
crimes.  As  a  father,  a  relative,  or  a  lover 
of  his  country,  he  had  been  defective. 
Each  tender  tie,  each  solemn  engagement 
broken,  he  departed  from  life  unregretted, 
un  mourned. 

It  was  on  your  countrymen  taking  pos- 
session of  Valette,  1  became  acquainted 
with  the  fate  of  the  brave  and  noble 
D'Ua.  My  father  had  boldly  uttered 
truths,  answered  by  the  daggers  of  the 
assassin.  Each  apostate,  to  whose  con- 
science he  appealed,  had  raised  the  arm  of 
murder. 
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Morlraye  conducted  me  to  the  convent 
of  Constance.  She  affectingly  bade  me 
join  her  in  supplication  for  the  soul  of 
Armand.  I  forgot  his  crimes  to  myself; 
I  forgave  all  but  my  father's  wrongs,  as  I 
clasped  my  friend  to  ray  embrace.  *'  Let 
us  miniile  our  tears  together,"  said  I, 
**  and  blend  our  prayers  for  the  de- 
parted." 

The  abbess  of  our  Lady  of  Haidix refus- 
ing to  admit  me  without  a  donation  to  the 
convent,  iVIortraye  advised  me  to  petition 
the  British  government,  as  heiress  to  the 
house  of  Lia,  for  such  property  as  might 
remain  from  the  plundef'v=of  the  Gallic 
troops. — "My  only  object,  my  Lord,  is 
to  secure  myself  an  asylum  with  Con- 
stance ;  where  I  may  in  part  forget  the 
sorrows  of  the  past,  and  render  Julio,  if  he 
survives,  the  only  proof  of  affection  my 
honor  allows.  No  intelligence  has  reached 
Constance  of  his  fate  ;    to  Malta  he  can 
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never  return;     his  father's   name    covers 
him  with  disgrace. 

**  From  Jacobi,  my  lord,  I  understood 
you  were  a  resident  in  Floriane.  He  spoke 
ofvourrank,  your  interest  with  those  of 
your  nation  now  in  power  at  Malta  ;  most 
of  all,  he  d^elt  on  your  goodness.  Acci- 
dent gave  me  an  opportunity  of  seeing 
you  ;  and  the  discourse  into  which  we  en- 
tered, in  part  unveiled  the  sentim.ents  of 
a  noble  heart. — Let  me  thus  plead,  let  me 
use  a  lancruacre  to  which  none  are  insensi- 
ble.  In  your  happy  country,  you  may 
have  a  tender  mother,  affectionate  sisters, 
or  some  attached  lady,  to  whom  you  have 
plighted  your  faith,  and  who  anxiously 
awaits  the  tidings  of  your  health  and  your 
return.  Should  either  of  these  tender 
connexions  be  exposed  to  the  calamities 
of  war,  bereaved  of  friends,  despoiled  of 
their  possessions  ;  would  you  not  honor 
the  man,  to  whom  confiding  their  dis- 
tresses, they  were  indebted  for  an  interest 
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disdaining  suspicion,  a  delicacy  that  con- 
sidered theirs  not  violated  by  an  applica- 
tion to  a  stranger.  I  request  you,  my 
lord,  ta  present  my  petition. 

"  Portia  D'Lia." 


v^l 


tHE  MAttESE  PORXnAIT.  4^ 


CHAPTER  VI. 


*'  Bright  ey'd  fancy,  hovering  near, 
'*  Wide  waves  her  glancing  wing  in  air; 
**  And  young  wit  flings  his  pointed  dart, 
**  That  guiltless  strikes  the  willing  heart/' 

During  the  perusal  of  Portia's  story^ 
Lord  Roseville  had  felt  at  limes  deeply  in* 
terested  ;  at  others,  disappointment  min- 
gled with  the  strange  feelings  experienced 
on  finding  himself  only  the  confidant  of  a 
romantic  story,  where  he  had  hoped  to 
have  been  the  principat.  He  had  likewise 
hesitation  in  avowing  himself  so  intimately 
acquainted  with  the  concerns  of  the  D'Lia 
family,  at  the  time  he  refused  all  inter- 
course with  his  English  friends  in  the  To- 
land. — Roseville  had  much  generosity  in 
iris  nature ;  he  felt  the   affecting  appeal 
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made  him,  and  no  danger  was  incurred  of 
his  mistaking  Portia's  confidence  ;  certain, 
however,  it  was,  the  mention  of  Juho  had 
contributed  to  cool  his  errantry. 

Whilst  revolving  in  .his  mind  the  most 
effectual  method  of  interesting  the  general 
in  Portia's  story,  the  appearance  of  Manly 
with  visiting  cards,  attracted  his  attentioB. 

**  I  have  neglected  my  visit  to  colonel  and 
Mrs.  Cleveland,  too  long,'*  said  Roseville, 
as  he  read  over  the  names  ;  **  and  as  I 
feel  better  to-day,  shall  go  ther«.  Do  you 
know  the  house  ?" 

**  Aly  lord,"  cried  Manly,  his  eyes  spark- 
ling at  the  recognition  of  many  friends 
in  the  colonel's  family,  '^  I  am  just  return- 
ed from  it.  You  will  hardly  guess  whom 
I  met  on  th€  stair-case.  Does  not  your 
lordship  remember  Lady  Ellen,  Lor<i  Ash- 
ford's  daughter  ?" 

**  Undoubtedly,"  cried  Roseville,  sur- 
prised. 

**  She  remembered   me   instantly,    my 


THE  MALTESE  PORTRAIT.  31 

lord.  I  think  I  should  have  hardly  known 
her,  she  is  so  altered  since* your  lordship's 
sister  and  she  used  to  ride  about  the  woods 
of  Fern  Abbey.  I  told  her  of  your  illness, 
my  lord  ;  all  her  smiles  fled  in  an  instant. 
— '  He  must  come,  and  let  us  nurse  him,' 
said  she  to  the  "beloved  lady,  who  had 
stopt  with  her  to  speak  to  me.  When  I 
returned  to  the  servants,  I  had  the  curi- 
osity to  enquire  why  Lady  Ellen  wore 
mourning  ;  and  learnt  she  has  been  a  wi- 
dow nearly  six  months.  Bless  you,  my 
lord,  there  was  no  trace  of  grief  in  her 
sweet  countenance ;  and  no  wonder,  for 
they  say,  Mr.  Temple  made  but  an  indif- 
ferent husband," 

"  Does  Lady  Ellen  reside  at  colonel 
Cleveland's?"  enquired  Roseville, 

**  She  has  done  so  since  her  husband's 
tleatli,  my  lord,"  said  Manly.  "  Mrs. 
Clevelaixi  is  related  to  Lady  Ellen,  whose 
hubband  held  a  diplomatic  situation  a^ 
Constantinople;  and  has  prevailed  on  her 
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to  defer  going  to  England  from  time  to 
time.  She  is  the  life  of  the  family,  my 
lord  ;  and  as  to  Maltese  beauty,  I  rejoice 
to  see  such  a  specimen  of  British,  to  con- 
trast with  it." 

Roseville  smiled.  "  Let  my  horse  be 
brought,"  said  he,  *'  and  do  you  accom- 
pany me,   Manly,  to  the  colonel's.'* 

Manly,  who  had  looked  with  a  jealous 
eye  on  the  packet,  engrossing  his  masters 
attention  to  the  exclusion  of  visitors,  and 
the  exercise  and  amusement  his  health 
required^  then  joyfully  executed  the  un- 
expected order. 

If  Lady  Ellen,  thought  Roseville,  min- 
gles feeling  with  her  vivacity,  she  will 
prove  a  friend  to  Portia,  and  to  her  I  may 
transfer  all  the  delicacies  of  the  confi- 
dence. 

Colonel  Cleveland's  house  was  situated 
near  the  Casal  St.  Joseph.  Lord  Rose- 
ville, on  his  way,  passed  under  the  arches 
of  the  aqueducts  built  by  AlofF  de  Vigna^ 
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court ;  and  through  small  villages,  pre- 
senting in  distance  the  idea  of  Grecian 
temples.  The  want  of  verdure,  to  reliev^e 
the  dazzling  effect  of  this  spotless  architec- 
ture, disappeared  as  he  approached  St. 
Joseph.  Round  the  colonel's  house,  sur- 
rounded b}^  green  lattice?,  arose  a  small 
grove  of  orange-trees,  from  wlience  the 
fig  and  pomegranate  led  to  the  lesser  cot- 
ton plant  and  Indian  aloe.  In  the  balcony 
appeared  a  groupe  of  elegant  females.— 
Hardly  had  Lord  RosevilJe  cast  an  ap- 
proving glance  around,  than  Colonel 
Cleveland  led  him  to  the  grace  of  the  cir- 
cle, Lady  Ellen  Temple. — Both  remem- 
bered when  Lord  Roseville's  deceased  sister 
had  introduced  them  in  childhood  to  each 
other  ;  and  this  recollection,  and  the  ap- 
pearance of  indisposition  that  marked  the 
youthful  invalid,  checked  the  vivacity  of 
the  fair  Ellen  as  she  received  his  salute. 
Shortly  her  playful  manner  returning,  the 
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general  attention  she  paid  the  colanePs 
guests  allowed  Lord  Roseville  to  consider 
her  attentively.  As  a  traveller,  who  had 
compai'ed  the  beauty  of  modern  lite  with 
ancient  sculpture  or  canvass,  he  had  taste 
to  direct  his  eye  in  the  examination  of  her 
features  and  figure,  as  one  who  had  not 
amidst  dissipations  blunted  the  edge  of 
feeling,  and  to  whom  woman  was  best 
Icnown,  by  the  tints  that  escape  the  vulgar 
or  the  dissolute.— The  expression  that 
played  round  her  ^vitching  smile,  and  the 
grace  of  chastened  action,  had  their  full 
effect.  Lady  Ellen  had  ceased  to  bear 
about  the  mockery  of  woe.  Her  fine  form, 
simply  attired  in  a  cambrick  robe,  her 
fair  locks,  half  breaking  from  the  band 
formed  by  one  of  her  beautiful  tresses, 
she  vvas  as  elegantly  graceful  in  her  attire 
and  adornment,  as  in  the  gestures  with 
which  she  accompanied  her  animated  dis- 
course. 
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Roseville  gazed  on  her ;  the  **  ora- 
tories," 

*■'  Rich  carvings,  portraitures,  and  imagery, 

faded  away. 

The  conversation  of  the  company  turned 
on  the  passion  an  officer  of  the  garrison 
was  supposed  to  entertain  for  a  Maltese 
lady,  with  whom  he  had  dejuned  at  the 
convent  of  St.  Mary  ;  and  to  whom  it  was 
generally  believed,  he  had  offered  his 
hand. 

Lady  Ellen  was  referred  to  by  Mrs. 
Cleveland,  as  to  her  opinion  of  the  happi- 
ness likely  to  result  from  this  union. 

**  Now,  my  dear  madam,"  cried  she, 
*'  you  make  me  grave.  Poor  Grenville 
has  suffered  the  novelty  of  country  cus- 
toms, and  above  all,  the  enticement  of 
the  grat€,  to  prevail.  Women,  like  fruits 
and  flowers,  suffer  by  being  removed  front 
their  native  soil.  With  him  I  can  admire 
the  Maltese  beauty  at  the  feet  of  the  sainu, 
d2 
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surrounded  by  incense,  the  loveliest  of 
arms  crossed,  the  brightest  of  eyes  raised 
in  adoration.  Suppose  the  scene  changed ; 
Grenville  conveys  his  bride  to  England, 
introduces  her  to  his  noble  relatives,  com- 
mences the  round  of  English  amusements ; 
the  cross,  the  altar,  the  rosary  does  not 
accompany  her  thither.  The  winning  wo- 
men of  fashion  may  lisp  awhile  of  the  in- 
teresting foreigner,  the  men  of  haut  ton 
admire  the  exquisite  stranger ;  but,  be- 
lieve me,  this  temporary  homage  will  wear 
away,  and  the  parties  find  their  hours 
heavy,  their  situation  irksome.  It  is  the 
same  elsewhere  ;  the  yawning  tourist  who 
stops  to  sketch  an  Alpine  scene,  introduces 
his  accidental  rencontre  with  Swiss  or  Tus- 
can gii  Is,  in  language  glowing  with  his  pre- 
fejence  to 

"  The  pale  unrifcn'd  beauties  of  the  North." 

But  take  away  the  ro  ks  the  vmta  e,  the 
vacant  hour  assailed,  and  the  hi-h  wrought 
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picture  fades.  I  assure  you  this  kind  of 
mental  infidelity  is  the  universal  passion  of 
my  countrymen.  Hardly  had  Mr.  Temple 
glanced  at  the  domes  of  St.  Sophia,  than 
he  discovered  that  sitting  cross-legg'd  was 
the  most  graceful  of  attitudes." 

Roseville  blushed  ;  he  remembered  the 
portrait. 

**  Tell  me,  my  lord/  said  the  gay  Ellen, 
turning  to  him,  *'  how  have  you  been 
amused  ;  you  are  exactly  in  the  state  of 
indisposition  that  calls  for  gaiety;  have 
you  been  at  the  opera ;  heard  the  Cata- 
blanian  duchess  sing;  sern  the  Manfredina 
danced  ;  or  have  you  (assuming  the  gravity 
of  a  diUttanttf)  turned  over  Narvarro's 
decision  in  our  library,  concerning  the 
goddess  Neotera."  **  Neither,"  replied 
Roseville,  laughing  at  her  solemnity,  *'  I 
have,  with  the  exception  of  a  ride  to  the 
gardens  of  St.  Antoine,  remained  in  the 
quiet  of  my  abode." 

*'  You  do  not  return  to  it  to-day,  my 
B  3 
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lord,"  cried  Colonel  Cleveland  :  *'  I  shall, 
presuming  on  our  acquaintance  alTurin,in- 
sist  on  your  partaking  of  our  dinner,  and 
accompanying  the  ladies  to  the  opera." 

*'  Now,  my  lord,"  cried  Lady  Ellen,  "  I 
beg  you  to  refuse  this  invitation  ;  you  will, 
in  this,  exactly  imitate  tlie  philosophy  of 
the  English,  who  deprive  both  themselves 
and  their  friends  of  many  pleasures,  that 
they  may  talk  proudly  of  self-denial. 

**  I  have  not  the  vauity  to  believe  I  can 
add  to  the  amusements  of  the  evening  by 
even  one  gay  remark,"  said  Roseville, 
**  but  I  have  ever  had  a  certain  ^selfishness 
about  me,  that  induces  me  to  accept  the 
ColoneFs  invitation." 

The  visitors  of  the  morning  soon  with- 
drew, leaving  the  party  whom  the  heat  of  the 
weather  allowed  not  of  a  promenade  in  the 
garden  ;  and  at  Mrs.  Cleveland's  desire, 
Lady  ~  Ellen  unrolled  some  admirable 
drawings  of  the  antiquities  of  the  Greefc 
Islands, 
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**  Your  pencil  is  alike  bold  and  delicate,'' 
said  lloseville,  considering  a  temple  wherp 
the  masterly  delineation  of  the  portico, 
was  relieved  by  light  and  elegant  foliage 
hanging  over  its  eniablalure. 

*'  I  sometimes  tell  Ellen  her  discourse 
partakes  of  this  character,"  said  Mrs. 
Cleveland. 

^'  i\Iy  dear  madam,"  replied  her  lively 
friend,  "this  is  national  again;  does  my 
acquaintance  with  his  family  call  for  aa 
introduction  to  my  converse  ?  You  re- 
semble, in  a  light  shade,  my  Lord  Ashfurd, 
who,  on  presenting  me  to  his  friends,  after 
a  minute  recital  of  my  nursery  jests,  used 
to  enumerate  my  coughs  and  colds,  where 
caught,  and  on  what  occasion,  conclud- 
ing with  the  remarkable  mole  on  my 
neck." 

*'  Come,"  said  Mrs.  Cleveland,  this 
shall  not  prevent  my  calling  for  your 
beautiful  Turkish  song." 

**  Oh  1  the  chapter  of  GqzqVs^'  cried 
»  4- 
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Lady  Ellen,  *'  in  this  you  must  excuse  inc. 
1  have  letters  to  write  to  England,  my 
lord,"  said  she,  gracefully  bowing  to  him 
as  she  left  the  room  ;  **  the  hours  I  lose 
of  your  s<)ciety,  uiUst  be  made  up  to  me 
another  day." 

When  Mrs.  Cleveland  retired  to  dress, 
Lord  Roseville,taking  the  opportunity  of 
the  colonel's  being  called  from  the  af)art' 
ment,  inclosed  Portia's  narrative  to  Lady 
Ellen,  with  a  few  words  expressive  of  his 
wishes  respecting  her  patronage  of  the  fair 
and  unfortunate  lady.  Colonel  Cleve- 
land's discourse,  on  his  return,  turning  on 
the  situation  of  tlie  Maltese  families  since 
the  English  had  possession  of  the  Island  ; 
he  was  convinced  the  property  of  the 
D'Lia's  had  been  held  sacred,  and  that 
Portia's  claim  would  meet  with  immediate 
attention;  but  other  matters  appertained 
to  the  story,  and  since  Roseville  had  seen 
Lady  Ellen,  he  wished  none  more  to  un« 
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derstand,  he  had  not  fallen  into  the  errors 
she  had  humorously  depictured. 

The  d'mne.v  petite  a.nd  choice,  the  wines, 
and  the  unreserved  gaiety  of  the  company, 
operated  powerfully  on  the  companion- 
able qualities  of  Lord  Roseville.  Mrs. 
Cleveland  was  a  woman  of  a  certain  age, 
and  handsome  person  ;  her  understanding 
intelligent  and  cultivated  ;  she  had  moved 
much  in  the  circles  of  fa&hionable  life,  and, 
exclusive  of  the  affection  she  bore  Lady  El- 
len, fell  her  society  necessary  to  her  amuse- 
ment.  The  colonel,  greatly  her  senior,  was 
a  man  of  family  and  honor.  He  had  met 
Roseville  on  the  continent,  where  some 
courtesies  respecting  a  residence  had  pass- 
ed between  them  ;  and  their  families  being 
known  to  each  other,  the  gentlemen  had 
no  hesitation  in  following  the  bent  of  in- 
clination in  their  acquaintance.  The  co- 
lonel saw  with  regret  the  changed  looks 
of  Roseville,  and  earnestly  entreated  hira 
J>5 
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to  prolong  his  stay  in  a  climate  so  favor- 
able to  his  malady. 

''  I  declare,  my  lord,"  cried  Ellen, 
*•  were  I  to  live  in  Fioriane,  I  verily  be- 
lieve I  might  forget  to  smile." 

'*  A  comfortless  residence,  no  doubt," 
observed  the  colonel.  Be  advised,  Rose- 
viile,  and  establish  your  residence  in  one 
of  the  pleasant  casnls  of  Malta.  You  are 
near  enough,  for  instance,  in  St.  Joseph^ 
for  all  the  amusements  of  Yalette.  Let 
me  arrange  this  matter." — '•  Willingly, 
gratefully,"  cried  Roseville. 

And  now  that  the  distance  in  fancy  di- 
minished, between  his  residence  and  Lady 
Ellen's,  he  approached  in  reality  to  the 
^inreserved  intercourse  of  friendship. 

A  desert  of  sweetmeats  and  fruits,, 
amongst  whose  varieties  the  species  of 
orange  grafted  with  pomegranates,  and  the 
famed  honey  of  Melita,  appeared,  was 
spread  in  a  large  viranda,  and  scattered 
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with  fine  flowers,    for    which  the  island 
is  remarkable. 

Lord  Roseville,  observing  the  decoration 
of  the  table,  Mrs.  Cleveland  referred  him 
to  Lady  Ellen,  who,  rallied  on  the  ele- 
gance of  her  offerings  to  the  household 
gods,  replied : 

'*  You  mean  to  say,  because  our  parly- 
is  small,  and  we  meet  in  friendship,  the 
arrangement  of  the  table  and  its  flowers 
might  be  spared.  By  no  means.  I  have 
been  alwavs  an  advocate  for  a  certain  de-* 
gree  of — what  shall  I  call  it.  From  for7}i 
it  is  utterly  distinct  :  indeed,  perhaps,  con- 
sidering it  more  seriously,  much  happiness 
may  depend  in  families  from  an  observance 
of  social fostiva Is.  Nothing  is  more  com* 
mon  than  to  hear, — I  need  not  dress  for 
my  husband — alter  my  repast  for  a  friend, 
but  I  would  remove  both  from  freedoms 
that  disgust.  Neatness  and  elegance  in 
the  one,  are. as  remote  from  the  splendor 
of  decoiation,  as  the  little  offerings  of  fan* 
t>.6 
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cy  in  the  other  are  from  the  profusion  of 
extravagance." 

"  Lady  Ellen  is  right,"  cried  Colonel 
Cleveland,  '*  and  thus  it  is — I  can  refuse 
an  invitation,  secure  of  meeting  at  my 
return  a  table  simply  elegant,  and  compa- 
nions, whose  appearance  and  cheerful  con- 
verse imply  delicately  a  compliment." 

*'  We  forget  the  opera,"  cried  Lady 
Ellen,  approaching  a  mirror,  and  placing 
a  few  leaves  of  the  rose  geranium  in  her 
line  hair.  A  small  sprig  dropt  on  her  bo- 
som, and  completed  the  elegant  ensemble 
of  her  dress. 

The  theatre,  infinitely  below  mediocrity 
in  scenery  and  arrangement,  boasted  an 
orchestra,  whose  performers  were  unri- 
valled in  their  execution  of  the  finest  Ita- 
lian compositions.  Colonel  Cleveland's 
party  divided  their  attention  between  their 
performance,  and  the  audience,  who  con- 
sisted of  military  and  naval  men,  with  in- 
termediaje  groupes  of  Maltese  i  the  latter 
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seemed  constantly  to  watch  the  marks  of 
approbation  or  displeasure  shewn   by  the 
English  to  their   opera.     The  performers 
M'ere  Sicilians ;  the  style   of   their  acting, 
with  the  exception  of  the    Bnffa,  of  the 
most  inferior  description.     The  latter,  in 
common  with  foreign  actors  of  his    class, 
was  irresistibly  droll.     Perceiving  his  jests 
by  no  means  relished,  as  he  threw   off   a 
wardrobe  of  clothes    '>vaistcoat  by   waist- 
coat,  coat  by  coat,   he  began  to  sing,  ac- 
companied by  the  orchestra.     A  smile  be- 
gan this  extraordinary   performance,   fol- 
lowed by  the  first  indications  of  laughter. 
Gradually  increasing  in  his  mirth,    as  the 
music  rose,  he  proceeded  to  the  height  of 
noisy  risibility,  accompanying  his  laughter 
with  such  strange  grimaces,   that  the  con- 
cluding bars  were  joined   by  the  universal 
bursts  of  the  whole  audience. 

**  Do  you  not  feel  a   little    ashamed  V 
cried  Mrs.  Cleveland. 

**  By  no  means,"  replied   the  colonel; 
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since  tlie  BufFa,  of  whom  Moore  makes 
risible  mention^  none  has  appeared  so 
truly  comigue  as  this." 

At  the  door  of  the  theatre  Lord  Rose- 
ville  took  leave.  He  had  left  his  packet 
with  Lady  Ellen's  servant,  determining 
not  to  visit  at  St.  Joseph,  till  sufficient 
time  had  passed  to  allow  of  her  acting  on 
the  contents. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


**  OpposM  to  her,  on  t'other  side  a/lvance 
*'The  cosily  feast,  the  carol,  and  the  dance, 
"  MirU)trels  and  music,  poetry  and  plays, 
**  And  ball  by  night?  and  tournaments  by  day, 
**  All  iht^se  were  painted  on  the  walls,,  and  more; 
**  With  acts  and  monuments  of  limes  before/' 


jMalta,  if  considered  from  its  vast  and 
noble  bastions,  its  lofty  edifices,  or  ita 
famed  St.  Elmo,  yields  to  nothing  noted 
in  prospect ;  superbly  grand,  its  town 
forms  a  stately  amphitheatre,  to  a  harbour 
decked  with  innumerable  forts,  sacred  to 
"victory  ;  nor  does  the  interior  of  Valette 
disappoint  expectations  thus  raised,  spa-? 
cious  streets,,  connected  by  flights  of  mar- 
ble steps;  edifices  of  free- stone ;  churches 
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porticoed  by  the  riches  of  Scicilian  quar- 
ries, wrought  to  classic  models;  fountains' 
balconies,  fitted  with  odoriferous  flowers, 
and  terraces  formed  to  temporary  gardens, 
beautifying  its  regular  streels. 

In  the  palace  of  the  Grand-master, 
Lord  Roseville  spent  greater  part  of  the 
ensuing  day;  after  his  compliments  to  the 
Governor,  he  wandered  at  will  through  the 
apartments  and  galleries  of  these  immense 
buildings.  Considered  as  containing  pic- 
tures, tapestry,  and  arms,  it  excited  curiosity 
and  gratified  the  view,  but  carrying,  as  he 
did,  a  higher  interest,  excited  by  the  retro- 
spection of  years,  the  appearances  around 
awakened  the  noblest  feelings  of  the  heart. 
Whilst  surveying  the  armoury,  and  touch- 
ing the  pierced  breast-plate,  or  hewn 
helmet,  its  owner  seemed  to  rise  in  imagi- 
nation, relating  his  glorious  deeds,  and 
pointing  where  the  cross  resisted  the 
crescent ;  at  the  end  of  the  gallery  filled 
with    arms    and    military   trophies,     the 
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portrait  of  Vignacourt,  by  Carravaggio  is 
hung  iiniiiedialely  over  the  arms  of  that 
illustrious  knight ;  the  cuirass  daiuasked 
with  gold  ;  the  faded  plumes  that  led  to 
victory,  were  conteu) plated  t)y  Roseviile 
wiih  the  sentiment  with  which  valour  in- 
spires a  British  heart. 

'*  My  Lord,"  cried  Manly,  who  accom- 
panied his  master  in  the  gallery  leading 
fiom  the  armoury,  "■  there  are  representa- 
tions of  the  siege  of  Malta." 

Thither  Roseville  proceeded ;  in  the 
pannels,  and  along  the  walls  were  fixed 
paintings  by  Matteo  da  Lecce;  some  were 
wholly  obliterated,  others  indistinct,  and 
a  fewj  only,  gave  general  ideas  of  the  glo- 
rious subject.  St.  Elmo,  and  iis  defenders, 
St.  Angelo,  and  its  immortal  preservers, 
marked  the  painter's  ambitious  aim. 

*'  In  this  instance/'  exclaimed  Roseville, 
"  fame  shall  preserve  every  gallant  ex- 
ploit, when  the  memorials  of  art  are  obli» 
terated  by  time."  , 
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The  pictures  in  the  Grand-master's  galr 
lery,  and  the  three  marble  basso  relievo's 
of  Penlhesilia,  Julia  and  Zenobia,  had,  to 
the  regret  of  the  lovers  of  the  arts,  beea 
removed  by  the  French ;  amongst  the 
former,  our  Saviour,  by  Guido,  was  esti- 
mated by  the  Maltese.  Some  vei^  fine 
tapestry  appeared  to  have  been  overlooked, 
the  figures  were  mostly  of  animals,  execut- 
ed with  surprising  truth  and  vivid  colour- 
ing. 

Passing  from  the  palace  to  the  public 
library,  Lord  Roseville's  eye  was  particu- 
larly attracted,  by  the  goldsmiths  shops 
now  opened,  and,  in  which,  their  owners 
ventured  to  expose  for  sale,  such  articles, 
as  they  had  secreted  from  the  rapacity  of 
^  their  late  conquerors ;  their  stores,  con- 
sisting of  gold  chains,  crosses  fillagiied, 
incence  vases,  and  other  articles  of  plate 
were  placed  in  glass  cases,  before  the 
doors :  innumerable  coffee-houses  were 
open  round  the  squares,  where,  on  mar- 
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ble  slabs,  at  the  folding  doors  of  entrance 
to  houses,  resembling  in  size  and  decora- 
tion, the  private  l)ox  of  a  iheatre^  the 
equipages  of  the  dajuue  were  placed.— 
The  sombre  dress  of  the  ^Jaltcse  woinen, 
only  relieved  by  large  gold  earrings  they 
wear,  is  contrasted  by  the  picturesque  cos- 
tume of  their  men,  who,  in  light  trowsers^ 
large  waistcoat,  with  silver  or  gold  filUgree 
buttons,  and  silk  sash,  folded  round  their 
uaist,  presenting  a  dress  calculated  for 
their  climate,  and,  wbrch  admirably  sets 
off  their  fine  athletic  figures.  In  Malta 
may  be  met,  the  originals  of  the  finest 
beads  of  the  pencilled  school ;  the  Arabian 
complexion  and  feature,^  blending  with 
the  fine  Roman  contour  of  face,  animates 
to  fire,  over  whose  rich  and  bronzed  colour- 
ing, dark  locks  break  in  shade  ;  their  lan- 
guage, the  names  of  their  casa  s,  and  their 
most  ancient  families  are  likewise  Arabic. 
The  library  and  museum  are  very  fine ; 
from  the  latter  ho wever^^tbie  most  valaa- 
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ble  of  the  ancient  medals  have  been 
taken,  the  records  of  the  knights,  and 
some  Phoenician  inscriptions  have  shared 
the  same  fate  ;  the  rise  of  such  collec- 
tions from  ruin  is,  however,  rapid,  when 
aided  by  the  scientific  knowledge  of  resi- 
dents ;  here  Lord  Roseville  met  men  of 
erudition  and  taste,  a  remnant  of  the 
ancient  families  of  Alelita. 

Roseville  now  found  the  solitude  of 
Floriane  vieary,  he  was  shortly  relieved 
from  his  suspence  by  Colonel  Cleveland, 
who  rode  over  to  inform  him,  he  had  en- 
gaged part  of  a  house  in  St.  Joseph,  to 
which,  he  begged  him  instantly  to  remove. 

Manly  joyfully  made  arrangements  for 
quilting  Valette,  and,  in  the  evening 
Roseville  removed  to  St.  Joseph  ;  his 
apartments  consisted  of  two  cheerful 
rooms,  latticed  and  paved  with  marble, 
at  one  end  a  fountain  gushed  into  a  china 
reservoir  ;  at  the  other,  a  small  shrine  re- 
tired in  the  wail ;  a  marble   slab  stood  in 
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the  middle  of  the  room,  which  opened  to 
a  garden  communicating  with  that  of  the 
colonel. 

Invited  to  breakfast  with  the  Cleve- 
lands,  Roseville  rose  early,  and,  opening 
the  gate,  of  whose  key  he  had  oeen  put  in 
possession,  crossed  the  g'^rden,  and  enter- 
ed the  breakfast  room,  v\here  Lady  Lien 
sat  alone. 

Accosting  her  respectfully,  he  embraced 
the  ofjportunity  of  apologizing  for  the  ap- 
peal he  had  made  to  her  feelings  concern- 
ing the  Lady  DLia. 

*'  You  have  done  me  honor,"  replied 
Ellen,  gracefully  preseruing  her  hand.  *'  I 
believe,  my  lord,  1  have  a  heart,  and  I 
am  grateful  to  those  uho  perceive  ii  under 
the  cloak  of  frivolity.  I  liave  read  youj. 
story  with  interest,  and  ha\e  seen  Portia 
with  more.  ]\Jrs.  C^ev eland  and  I  have 
been  to  Zirieck,  and  iiave  waited  un  the 
iair  Maltese,  who  is  now  at  the  good  cu- 
rates houfee,     I  wish,  Uiy  lord,  it  were  as 


74  THE  MALTESE  PORTRAIT. 

easy  to  restore  this  Julio,  as  to  make  his 
mistress  a  portioned  nun.  Shall  I  be  can- 
did, my  lord  ?  I  conceived  the  chances 
very  odd  ones,  that  called  you  to  the 
protection  of  so  fair  a  lady,  and  that  in- 
duced her  to  conceive  you  the  most  dis- 
interested of  men.  But  since  1  have  seert 
Portia,  my  opinion  feas  changed  ;  and  if 
you  are  still  for  erranting,  my  lord,  I 
think  you  must  go  over  to  Gozo,  and  trace 
out  Julio." 

**  You  then  allow,  gay  as  you  are,  that 
such  a  meeting  would  be  productive  of 
happiness,"  said  Roseville.  '*  Tell  me, 
Lady  Ellen,  is  not  the  colouring  of  Por- 
tia's love,  however  warm,  that  of  nature  ?" 

"  Here  comes  Mrs.  Cleveland,"  said 
Ellen,  **  who  can  best  resolve  that  ques- 
tiop  ;  as  for  myself,  I  am  not  of  Cupid's, 
school." 

"  Fie,  Ellen ;  and  your's  a  love  mar- 
riage," observed  her  friend. 

/*  My  dear  madam,  how  }0u  deceive 
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yourself,"  cried  Lady  Ellen.  *'  But  you 
will  allow  this  a  delicate  subject  to  discuss 
before  my  Lord  Roseville,  though  he  has," 
added  she,  archly,  "during  his  short  stay, 
gone  through  all  the  degrees  of  confidence 
necessary  to  attach  him  to  the  order." 

'•  Oar  little  excursion,  my  lord,"  said 
IVIrs.  Cleveland,  '*  has  been  truly  [)leasura- 
ble.  The  worthy  ecclesiastic  received  us 
most  hospitabl,  ;  and  under  the  beautiful 
remains  of  a  Gieek  edifice,  that  lermiaates 
his  garden  and  which  must  be  unques- 
tionably the  most  perfect  antique  extant, 
\ve  conveised  with  tlie  no'.le  Maltese. — 
^Ictityra  i^alhered  us  fresh  fruit,  ai  d  gave 
honey  of  H'.  bla  bom  his  liives.  My  fiiend 
wibhtd  you  h.id  accouip.uii.' d  us." 

Ladv  Elien  caugh-  RoSi  ville's  eye,  and 
colouring,  said,  coufuedly,  '*as  an  inva- 
lid, my  lord,  1  thought  of  you.  Portia, 
indeeil,"  added  she,  significantly,  ''seemed 
to  have  expected  your  visit.  Pray,  my 
lord,  \\hat  is  your  opinion  of  her  beauty  ? 
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— No  raptures  ;  sitnply  sketch  the  outline, 
that  I  may  judge  if  memory  heiglitens  or 
fades.'* 

"  I  have  never  seen  the  lady ;  her  por- 
trait, indeed,  is  in  the  Floriane  palace, 
and  on  that  I  have  often  looked.  When  I 
met  Portia,"  said  Lord  Roseville,  *'  in  the 
garden  of  St.  Antoine,  she  was  veiled." 

Colonel  Cleveland  now  comini^  in,  the 
conversation  took  a  general  turn  on  the 
amusements  of  Malta.  A  masked  ball 
was  expe(  ted  shortly,  and  the  lively  Ellen 
looked  forward  with  joy  to  the  amusement 
it  promised.  Roseville  now  became  a 
constant  visitor  at  Colonel  Cleveland's; 
and  as  his  health  rapidly  amended,  accom- 
panied his  family  constantly  on  some  plea- 
sural'le  excursion.  In  the  short  intervals 
he  ske^c')ed  with  Lady  Ellen,  read  to  her, 
or  accompanied  her  pleasing  voice  with 
music.  None  but  those  who  have  resided 
in  a  climate  similar,  can  imagine  the  deli- 
cious evenings   that  follow  sultry  hours 
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when  the  lattices  are  opened   to  odours 
from  citron  blossoms, and  harmony  steals  on 

"  Th'  cnamour'd  night.** 

Koseville  became  the  passionate  admirer 
of  Lady  Ellen  ;  but  as  she  playfully  re- 
pulsed his  attentions,  or  affected  to  be- 
lieve he  jested,  no  opportunity  offered  of 
acquainting  her  with  the  extent  of  the 
sentiments  she  had  inspired. 

Colonel  Cleveland  saw  her  conquest ; 
and  rejoiced  at  the  prospect  of  such  an 
union.  Lord  Roseville  was  a  free  agent, 
of  unblemished  character  and  aiDple  for- 
tune. His  generosity  admitted  no  doubt 
that  Lady  Ellen's  small  pension  would 
deter  him  from  an  union  so  unequal  in 
point  of  riches;  but  as  the  world  of  fashion 
at  home  had  talked  very  freely  of  Lady 
Ellen's  late  marriage,  both  Colonel  and 
Mrs.  Cleveland  were  anxious  Roseville 
should  hear  from  herself  the  circumittances 
attending  it. 

VOL.  iv.  E 
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The  party  shortly  planned  an  excursion 
to  Citti  Vechi ;  its  church  and  the  grotto 
of  St.  Paul,  are  the  first  objects  pointed 
out  to  strangers.  The  former,  elegantly 
light  in  its  structure,  is  an  opposite  to  the 
heavy  magnificence  of  that  dedicated  to 
St.  John  at  Valette.  The  beauty  of  this 
edifice  consists  in  its  marbles ;  the  gaudy 
shrine,  the  tinselled  image,  and  the  deco- 
rated relic,  are  common  to  all  catholic 
countries;  but,  perhaps,  the  innumerable 
light  pillars  adorning  the  interior  of 
the  church  of  Citti  Vechi,  are  not  to  be 
equalled.  Every  variety,  from  the  golden 
veined  marble  to  the  faintest  blush  of 
dove  or  rose,  the  clouded  to  the  polished 
and  darker  shades,  slabs,  from  the  spotless 
parien  to  cornelian,  adorn  its  aisles  and 
altars.  The  city  is  silent  and  deserted  ; 
weeds  grow  throuiih  its  streets  ;  and  con- 
trasttd  uith  the  busy  and  gay  Valette,  it 
inspires  the  mind  with  gloomy  ideas,  from 
which  it  is  eager  to  fly  to  the  coatempla- 
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tion  of  the  few  objects  of  curiosity  it  pre- 
sents. The  statue  of  St.  Paul,  by  CafFa,  is  in- 
closed here,  in  a  cave  divided  by  gates  ; 
the  rock,  veined  with  a  medicinal  earth, 
produces  abundant  vegetation ;  and  the 
entrance  of  the  cavern  is  thus  rendered 
picturesque*  Lady  Ellen  pencilled  it  in 
her  sketch-book,  as  likewise  a  fountain 
without  the  town,  with  the  groupe  assem- 
bled round  it, 

Roseville,  who  considered  drawing  as  a 
truly  feminine  accomplishment,  was  de- 
lighted with  the  taste  his  fair  acquaintance 
displayed.  The  absence  of  foliage,  in 
most  of  the  Maltese  views,  rendered  her 
collection  in  the  island  but  small  ;  every 
picturesque  spot  had,  however,  been  pen- 
cilled ;  and  Roseville  saw,  with  pleasure, 
the  Greek  edifice  of  Zorrieck,  and  its 
grove  of  palms. 

The  three  following  days  were  spent  by 
the  ladies  in  preparing  for  a   ball  at  the 
Grand  Master's  palace,  to  which  most  of 
e2 
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tbelVIaltese  of  any  rank  were  invited  Lady 
Ellen  had  paid  the  compliment  of  offering 
to  accom[)any  Portia  tliither,  but  this  was 
declined.  All  company,  but  Roseville's  and 
the  colonel's,  were  excluded;  and  it  was 
during  the  hours  of  social  intercourse,  that 
Mrs.  Cleveland  prevailed  on  her  friend  to 
enter  into  the  recital  of  her  story. 

**  I  believe,  wy  lord,"  said  Lady  Ellen, 
*^I  need  not  begin  my  narrative  at  an  ear- 
lier period,  than  when  your  sister  invited 
ine  to  Fern  Abbey.  I  was  then  fifteen ; 
and  my  father,  who  was  too  zealous  a  de- 
votee of  St.  Stephens,  to  consider  the  affairs 
of  his  family,  left -me  nearly  to  myself. 
You  went  shortly  abroad,  my  lord,  and  I 
"v^as  sent  for  to  London.  To  my  surprise, 
I  found  my  place  at  the  head  of  Lord 
Ashford's  talile  filled.  Lady  Barbara 
Meers  married  an  Irish  baronet  early  in 
life  ;  at  his  death  she  became  considerably 
involved,  and  entered  the  list  of  those 
.poor  women  of  fashion,  who  are  necessary 
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10^  usher  brides  into  the  arcana  of  fashion- 
able hfe,  arrange  divorces,,  reconcile  chil- 
dren and. parents,  or  adjust  the  differences 
of  the  card  table.  Lady  Barbara,  how- 
ever, played. a  IVigher  stake  ;  ever  solicitous 
to  appear  the  woman  of  sentiment,  the 
patron  of  merit,  the  rcwarder  of  talent, 
and  the  benefactor  of  misfortune,  she  af- 
fected all  those  virtues  my  mother  really 
possessed.  A  finished  hypocrite,  whilst 
she  urged  a  lovely,  accomplished,  and 
feeling  woman  to  actions  displeasing. to  her 
husband,  she  became  to  that  husband  all 
herpatroness  should  have  been.  You,  Mrs. 
Cleveland,  remember  my  mother ;  from 
you  I  have  heard  her  praise  ;  launched  into 
the  world,  in  the  bloom  of  beauty,  her 
heart  unpractised  to  disguise,  every  tale 
of  woe  extended  her  willing  hand,  every 
specious  tale  gave  the  narrator  her  patro- 
nage. Thus  Lady  Ashford  impoverished 
her  family,  and  formed  connexions  disre- 
putable to  her  fame.  Even  whea  her 
k3 
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L'novvledge  of  good  and  evil  was  strength- 
ened by  the  experience  of  time,  still  she 
patronized  Lady  Barbara  ;  and  the  well- 
meant  cautions  of  friendship  raised  only 
her  generosity,  to  make  it  a  point  she 
should  appear  with  her  in  public,  and  par- 
take her  table  and  purse.  A  trip  to  the 
continent  strengthened  the  intimacy,  and 
from  this  time,  Lady  Barbara  resided  at 
Ashford  House. 

"  My  mother  had  been  dead  some  years, 
^vhen  I  entered  on  life.  Lord  Ashford  had 
contented  himself  with  obtaining  for  me 
the  society  of  an  accomplished  woman,  in 
quality  of  governess  ;  and  with  her  I  re- 
sided at  his  seat  in  Wiltshire.  With  com- 
mendable prudence  she  had  refrained  from 
making  my  father's  conduct  this  topic  of 
discourse  ;  I  eould  not,  therefore,  account 
for  Lady  Barbara's  presence  in  Portmaa 
Square,  or  believe  Lord  Ashford  serious, 
when  he  pointed  out  hev  perfections  as-  my 
model.     The  lady  herself  seemed  disposed 
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to  treat  me  with  a  kind  of  compassionate 
contempt  ;  but  finding  I  excelled  in  most 
ot  the  showy  accomphshments,  and  had  a 
relish  for  ton  that  would  quickly  disperse 
viauvaise  honte,  she  changed  her  plan.  I 
was  now  her  elegant  Ellen,  her  beloved 
and  adopted  daughter ;  and  reminded  hec 
so  strongly  of  her  departed  friend.  She 
was  miserable  at  my  shortest  absence.  At 
the  opera,  her  arts  to  engage  attention  to 
her  disinterested  cares  were  unceasing. 
The  ringlets  of  my  hair  were  adjusted  to 
more  advantage  ;  my  shawl  thrown  over 
my  neck  by  her  hands  ;  sometimes  a  flower 
in  her  bosom  was  transferred  to  mine; 
every  scene  presented  some  object,  pointed 
by  her  to  the  notice  of  Ellen.  I  might, 
perhaps,  have  doubted  my  own  happiness, 
had  not  the  papers  in  the  following  morn- 
ing brought  to  my  eye  the  opinions  of 
their  editors  on  the  subject.  I  could  not, 
however,  encourage  ideas  of  the  tender- 
ness of  my  father's  affection  injurious  to 
e4 
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its  Platonism.  The  world  received  Ladj 
Barbara ;  even  the  Duchess  of  Bellfoi  t  had 
been  seen  to  take  her  fallen  glove  f'0\n 
her  hand  with  a  smile  ;  and  when  was 
ever  the  House  of  Winterset  known  to 
smile  on  vice.  The  matter  was  conclusive; 
not  but  Ellen,  young  as  she  was,  saw 
enough  lo  parody  Anthony's  oration. — 
Still  was  Barbara  an  honorable  woman. 

**  I  must  not  omit  the  kaut  ton  gave 
her  credit  for  economy. — What  a  virtue  to 
meet  titled  praise  I  The  sprendor  with 
which  she  loaded  a  tall  person,  thin  to  a 
fault,  was  said  to  be  the  result  of  manage" 
ment.  Who  could  deny  it  ? — On  thfs  subject 
I  was  well  informed.  One  of  the  pleasant- 
est  female  loungers  in  town  was  Madame 
Manchestres,  dress-maker  to  his  Tartarian 
IMajesty.  With  this  ^  adorner  of  women  * 
I  became  a  favorite  ;  and  was  j,ust  the 
kind  of  female  she  admired  ;  bought  every 
thing  I  saw,   without   knowing  its.   price. 
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and  favored  her  uith  antique  names  to 
iDodetn  caps.  Madame  Manchestres  af- 
fected consi-derable  interest  in  tlie  world 
of  fashion  ;  and  once,  I  believe,  on  some 
disagreeable  importunity  of  her  creditors, 
threatened  it  witli  Tntmoirs,  Lady  Bar- 
bara contributed  largely  to  the  charitable 
donations  that  v\  ere  then  set  on  foot,  and 
Madame  recovered  from  her  derangement 
with  the  loss  of  her  memory. 

"  The  young  women  of  fashion  enjoy 
more  freedom  than  can  well  be  imagined. 
At  liberty  to  *  read  what  books,  and  see 
^vhat  friends  I  pleased,'  my  choice  of  both, 
it  may  be  supposed,  was  not  exactly  sucli 
as  were  of  use. — A  light  kind  of  gay  hu- 
mor, however,  kept  me  from  the  poison 
of  sentiment;  and  the  booksellers  pur- 
posely sent  me  every  romance  of  the  day, 
knowing,  that  when  AlpiiOnso  threw himstlf 
at  Lindamiras  feet,  1  should  toss  the  vo- 
lume into  ti.e  flames.  How  is  an  idle  girl 
of  ton  to  employ  her  hours,  if  she  is  inca«. 
e5 
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pable  of  sighing  over  such  distresses  ?  I 
was  known  to  all  the  nobility,  met  then> 
most  evenings  ;  but  the  long  morning  of 
fashion  was  insufferably  tedious.  Lady 
Barbara's  boudoir  was  indeed  decorated 
every  morning  for  the  admission  of  com- 
pany ;  and  the  half-finished  drawing,  the 
elegant  trimming,  on  which  the  pencil  and 
the  needle  lay,  the  manuscript  music  for 
the  harp  appearing  recently  composed^ 
all,  in  fact,  the  works  of  an  emigrant 
countess,  lay  as  lures  for  admiration. 
None  can  have  mixed  in  the  higher  circles^ 
during  the  whirl  of  a  winter,  without  ob- 
serving young  men,  whom  all  invite,  all 
admit ;  yet  whose  origin  every  one  is  in 
ignorance  of,  or  how  they  came  to  be  en- 
rolled in  the  lists  of  fashion.  The  lighter 
talents  usually  distinguish  such  men;  an 
indelicate  idea  classically  poetrised,  an  ug- 
ly feature  addressed,  as  saving  mankind 
from  its  neighbour  charms,  or  any  other 
silly  or  immoral  offering,   is  the  incense  of 


THE  MALTESE  FORTRAIT.  Sr 

their  muse.  It  was  thus  my  late  lord  Mr. 
O'Temple  obtained  the  good  graces  of  Lady 
Barbara;  a  provoking  eruption  in  the 
face  preventing  her  from  appearing  in  pub- 
lic, through  the  medium  of  Madame  Man- 
chestres,  his  condolence  was  presented.. 
*  Roseate  blossoms  of  her  azure  veins,'  I 
think  he  term.ed  the  pimpled  visitants.  I 
remember  the  eyes  foretold  extraordinary 
events,  from  their  appearance.  Lady  Bar- 
bara, on  lier  recovery,  obtained  him  a 
card  to  every  party  that  season.  There 
was  a  careless  gaiety  about  Mr.  Temple, 
that  caught  my  fancy.  The  young  men  of 
fashion,  with  whom  I  led  the  dance,  or 
warbled  the  duet,  were  either  too  appa- 
rently indifferent,  or  too  avowedly  un- 
principled, to  admit  of  the  approbation  of 
one  who  looked  for  homage,  but  expected 
it  to  be  an  honorable  one.  At  Manchcs- 
tres'  I  heard  the  wit  of  the  day;  and  thi- 
ther Temple  often  escorted  me.  I  found 
he  was  no  stranger  to  her  ;  indeec},  some? 
e6 
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thing  one  day  transpired  about  his  being 
the  Q  to  old  crooked  Lady  Younglove's 
Z,  in  the  correspondence  of  a  news- 
paper, and  the  Endymion  to  ihe  Duchess 
of  Ligniei's  Diana.  But  as  madame  al- 
M'ays  politely  suited  her  conversation  to 
her  company,  these  topics  were  soon  waved. 
One  day  I  ordered  the  carriage  to  Man- 
chestres,  and  found  the  vender  of  some 
oderiferous  tooth- pawder  soliciting  her  in- 
terest. 

"  Affecting  the  air  of  a  rejecting  poter> 
tate,  she  declined  interference,  and  inti- 
midated  a  doubt  of  the  powers  of  his  pas- 
tile  powder. — 

*  Trya  me,  trya  me,' cried  the  incensed 
foreigner,  *  fetchee  any  of  your  woman's 
of  de  quality,  begar,  if  she  have  a  one 
mouth  like  Pandora's  box,  me  will  makee 
de  aroma  of  it,  perfumee  one  suit  o^f 
room.' 

*  As  to  picking  out  such  a  subject  for 
trial^  said'  Madaaie,  *  I  must  refer  you  ta 
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O'Brian  ;  I  never  knew  a  man  of  more 
taste,'  said  she,  turning  to  me,  ^  I 
patronize  him,  and,  to  do  him  justice,  he 
can  accommodate  himself  to  his  circum- 
stances.' 

^^The  Italian  withdrew,  as  IMadame 
hrought  some  articles  of  millinery  to  my 
notice,  and  talked  eloquently  of  the 
Psyche  bloom,  and  the  C  lypso  tira  ;  I 
remarked  to  her— she  appeared  some- 
what ruffled,  and  this  seemed  worthy 
remark,  for,  I  had  often  noticed,  that 
noise,  mystery,  or  the  admittance  of 
strangers,  never  had  the  power  to  discom- 
pose her  tranquil  features. 

'^  Going  to  the  door,  she  closed  it,  and 
returning,  with  an  air  of  inexprest  im- 
portance, exclaimed — 

*  The  nobility  may  go  hang-  for  Man- 
chestre  !  will  you  believe  it  1  I  have  ex- 
hausted myself  with  advice  to  Lady  Sa- 
phrano ;  does  not  the  world  said  I,  look 
on  you  as  a  suffering  angel  -,  never   waa 
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your  beauty  more  spoken  of,  than  since 
Admiral  Victoire's  death;  wear  black, 
look  grave,  and  depend  on  wedding  mag- 
nificently; will  you  credit  me  ?  I  went 
to  the  house  of  mourning,  there  was  the 
Duke  of  Rome,  fat  Mrs,  Swillington,  the 
old 

*•  Duke  of  dark  corners;*' 

and  the  mourning  Sophrano,  at  romps — 
ten  thousand  pounds  worth  of  wine  drank 
out — and  his  grace's  wig  in  the  fire  ;  what 
was  I  to  do  my  dearest  friends  ?  fortune 
depended  on  the  Duke  of  Hedgerow's  life  ; 
off  I  went  to  Pere  Duval — I  always  act 
cautiously, — I  have  had  an  ugly  dream 
Duval ;  methought  your  cherished  plant 
v»?as  in  danger  ;  it  was  placed  in  apparent 
shade,  bi>t  lo  !  an  earthquake  eiisued,  the 
house  toitered  to  its  foundations,  and,  I" 
saw  it  ovewhelmed  by  two  enormous  white 
objects,  but  whether  women  or  mountains^ 
I  was  uDable  to  decide  j  he  took  the  hint, 
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and  rescued  Hedgerow  at  the  risk  of  his 
life. — *  Indeed  my  dear  lady,'  said  IVlan- 
chestre,  assuming  the  air  of  an  injured 
person  ;  '  Lady  Sophraiio  is  ungrateful  I 
did  I  not  get  Elegy  to  write  some  lines  on 
the  death  of  her  grand-mother  for  the 
papers, — was  she  not  represented  as  a 
bright  excellence,,  when  we  all  know  the 
key,  that  could  have  unlocked  some 
secrets  r — '  Ah,'  cried  she,  dropping  a 
paper,  and,  affecting  to  snatch  it  again^ 
'  you  must  not  see  this  r— ' 

*  Why  not  cried  I  ?'  retaining  it,  *  it  is 
directed  to  me.' 

'  Thus  it  is,'  cried  Manahestre,  running 
about  in  affected  agitation,  *  I  would  keep 
young  people  out  of  scrapes,  but,  chance 
favours  them  !  excuse  me,  I  am  so  con- 
fused, I  must  retire  to  collect  my. thoughts; 
Approaching  the  window,  I  opened  the 
letter— it  was  from  Temple,  for  the  O  had 
been  dropt,  to  give  him  a  seeming  affinity 
to  nobility r     I   cannot  express   my  sea- 
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t-frnents  on  this  unexpected  billet ;  cer- 
tainly I  never  loved  Temple,  and,  as  cer- 
tain, I  did  not  repulse  a  declaration,- 
which,  to  do  him  justice,  was  written  in 
a  manly  style,  more  calculated  to  win  me, 
than  all  the  rhapsody  of  romance/' 

"Temple  now  accompanied  me  wherever 
I  went,  and  Madame  encouraged  an  inti- 
macy, from  which  I  afterwards  found  she^ 
reaped  her  advantage.  It,  is  with  shame 
I  avow  that  I  discouraged  not  theaddresses 
of  a  ujan  whom  I  certainly  did  not  intend- 
then  to  marry;  to  the  latter  step  I  was 
driven  by  the  influence  of  Lady  Barbara  j 
suddenly  she  affected  to  consider  my  ex* 
pendlture  as  unnecessary,  and  observed^  a 
less  constant  attendance  on  public  places 
would,  be  expected,  as  my  settlement  ia 
lile  advanced — 

«'  On  this  hint  1  spake/' 

"  I  assure  you,  my  Lord,  though  I  was 
no  reader  of  pastorals^  1  had  nearly  faint- 
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cd  at  hearing  the  Marquis  of  Stud  liad 
proposed  for  nie — recovering,  I  endea- 
voured to  laugh  at  my  disnaay/ 

'  No/  said  I,  '  the  Earl  of  Ashford 
wiH  never  sacrihce  his  only  child  tlius,  and 
you  umdam,  the  jricnd  of  my  mother,  niy 
real  friend,  will  oppose  your  influence  ? 

*'  LaJy  Barhara  insuUingly  desired  me 
to  view  the  articles  preparing  at  Man- 
chestre  for  my  nuptials. 

**  Thither  \  went,  and  found  Temple; 
to.  be  brief,  \  was  persuaded  my  father,, 
were  I  married  to  another,  would  forgive, 
and  that  &uch  step  alone  could  secure  me 
from  the  proposed  alHance.  I  eloped  to 
Scotland,  and  after  the  marriage  knot  was 
tied,  hurried  back  to  receive  forgiveness 
and  money. 

*'  Lord  Ashfdrd's  mansion  was  illumin- 
ated the  evening  we  came  into  town,  not 
in  honor  of  my  nuptuals  but  his  own  ;  the 
friend  of  my  mother  was  now  in  possession 
of  the  coronet,  that  charming  woman  ha4 
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once  graced.  Temple  took  me  to  an  hotel, 
and  I  spent  the  evening  cheeri"uily  enough 
in  satirising  ihe  young  pair  ;  my  husband, 
however,  seemed  less  exhilarated,  and 
went  out  to  Manchestre's  at  nighty  under 
pretext  of  consulting  her  as  to  the  favoF- 
able  moment  of  my  appearance. 

*'  This  accommodating  milliner  called 
on  me  in  the  morning  ;  her  attendants  bu- 
sied themselves  in  displaying  every  gew- 
gaw of  fancy  ;  my  Lady  Ashford's  riding 
hat,  my  Lady  Ashford's  walking  cap,  my 
Lady  Ashford's  bonnet  de  nuit,  were  os* 
tentatiouly  spread  before  me,  followed  by 
the  plain  simple  slouch,  adapted  for  people 
of  reduced  circumstances;  concealing  the 
chagrin  her  altered  manner  caused,  I  as- 
sumed the  hautour  of  rank,  and  bade  her 
withdraw. 

"  When  Temple  returned  he  was  more 
animated;  the  Marquis  of  Stud  had  taken 
his  arm  in  St.  James's  Street,  and  invited 
him  to  dinner  on  the  following  day;  young 
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as  I  was,  I  had  the  prudence  to  hide  my 
feelings,  and  without  remark  on  the  impro- 
priety of  his  leaving  me,  and  on  such  an  in- 
vitation, told  him  I  should  stroll  m  the 
Green  Park,  after  my  own  repast. 

*'  I  however  penned  a  letter  to  my  fa- 
ther, and  its  aTiswer  informed  me  mj  hus- 
band had  that  morning  claimed  the  only 
sum  to  which  I  was  entitltd,  two  thou- 
sand, left  me  on  the  day  of  marriage  by 
an  aunt. 

'^  Temple  was  in  no  situation  on  his  re- 
turn to  remonstrate  on  this  premature 
demand  ;  the  following  day  we  took  ele- 
gant lodgings  in  Bond  Street,  hired  a  car- 
riage and  servants,  and  commenced  an  es- 
tablishment of  fifteen  hundred  per  annum. 
The  world  waited  but  t?o  see  our  bark  of 
folly  launched  the  fashionables  now 
crowded  my  door — the  Anacreon's  of  the 
day  laid  sonnets  on  my  couch — my  cha- 
racter was  introduced  in  a  nevv  play ;  in 
gne,  my  Lady  Ashford  almost  expired  with 
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envy.  I  was  in  no  danger  of  discovering 
I  liad  given  nay  hand  before  my  iieart,  for 
Temple,  constantly,  engaged  either  at 
Erookes's,  Mrs.  Westbourne's,  or  the 
Jociscy  club,  gave  me  no  opportunity  of 
comparing  minds  ;  it  \Aa5  not  till  money 
was  low  he  favoured  me  with  his  society. 

*  I  wonder,  Lady  Ellen,'  said  he, 
abruptly,  one  morning,  *  you  do  not  at- 
tempt a  reconciliation  with  Lady  Ash- 
ford.' 

'  Pray  assist  me,'  said  I,  yaw:ning,  '  I 
cannot  comprehend  what  thus  torments 
you.' 

'  To  be  plain,  Madam,'  cried  Temple, 
*  I  want  money. 

*  So  every  one  says,'  replied  I,  but  do 
they  deny  tliemselves  anything.?'  Now, 
be  it  known  to  you,  my  friends,  I  was,  at 
this  period,  ignorant  why  sach  a  general 
evil  should  more  particularly  torment  us  ; 
a  nobleman's  daughter  has  seldom  an  op- 
portunity  of    knowing   all    the   uses    of 
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riches,  certainly  not  of  experiencing  the 
troubles  the  want  of  them  creates. 

*  My  tradesmen  are  clamorous/  re- 
sumed Temple. 

'  I  desire  you  never  employ  them 
again,'  replied  I,  cahnly,  *  I  never  heard 
of  such  conduct.' 

*'  In  a  few  days  the  carriages  ceased  to 
environ  my  doors  ;  tlie  reason  was  obvious. 
Christie  announced  the  sale  of  Lady  Ellen 
Temples  equipaL^e,  horses,  jewels,  and 
plate ;  the  kn:)wn  taste  of  ilie  owner  ren- 
dered an  enumeration  of  their  beauties 
superfluous,  the  polite  pcira';^raph  stated; 
the  same  page  informe  I  eiegantts  of  a  new 
robe  at  Manchestre's^ — t/it  Barbara 

*  We  uiust  go  lo  the  opera  to-night, 
all  this  bustle  in  the  hou^e  v^iU  appear  a 
whim,'  said  Temple  ;  to  the  opera  we  went, 
our  box  adjoined  Lady  Ashford's,  drawing 
up  contemptuously,  she  whispered  some 
young  men  of  fashion  who  hovered  about 
her,  and  directed  their  regards  tome. 
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*  Do  you  not  doat  on  Shakespear/ 
cried  I,  to  the  Marquis  of  Stud,  who  sat 
in  the  box  beyond  Lord  Ashford,  *  I  have 
some  of  his  poetry  set  to  known  tunes, 
list — 

*  My  mother  had  a  maid  call'd  Barbara/ 

*' Darting  on  me  a  look  of  mingled  rag^ 
and  malice,  the  lady  withdrew,  and  pleased 
at  my  triumph  I  forgot  the  auction. 

**  It  would  be  tedious  to  enumerate  th 
progress  of  our  decline,  it  was  as  rapid  as 
our    former  style  had    been   established. 
Temple  was  sullen  and  gloomy,  and  I  owe 
perhaps,  to  my  gaiety  of  disposition,  that 
I  did  not  sink  under  the  humiliation  of  my 
circumstances.     In  one   instance  Temple 
pleased  me,  though  a  trait  of  fashion,  he 
disdained  to  sell  his  wife,  and  the  Marquis 
and  him  in  consequence  cut.     I  must  not 
omit,   the  Duke  of  Hedgercw  bought  my 
plate  at  Christie's,  and  sent  it  to  Temple, 
whatever  may  be  the  moral  failings  of  his 
Grace,  he   understands  the  delicacies  of 
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charity  better  than  anyman  inEngland.Our 
style  now  altered,  for  Bond -street  read  PU" 
radise  Row,  One  morning  as  Temple  and 
me  were  taking  oar  coitee,  a  la  Pilkingto?i, 
an  idea  seemed  to  seize  him,suddenlysnatch- 
ingup  his  hat,  he  flew  out,  bidding  meawait 
patiently  his  return  ;  the  request  was  un*- 
necessary,  I  had,  for  the  last  six  months 
witnessed  so  many  flights  of  the  nature,  I 
expected  nothing  more  material  than  a  re- 
ply to  an  advertisement,  or  a  scheme  of 
insurance;  for  once  I  uas  mistaken,  my 
spouse  returned  after  an  absence  of  some 
hours,  accompanied  by  a  litile  old  man, 
of  very  fantastic  dress  and  manners, 

*  She  will  do,  1  see,'  cried  he,  rub- 
bing his  hands,  '  there  is  genius  in  that 
eye,  the  turn  of  the  lip  denotes  fcelmg, 
the  nose         — ' 

^  Pray,  Sir,'  cried  I,  interrupting  him, 
*  have  the  goodness  to  explain  the  nature 
of  your  visit.' 

*  Come,'  said  Temple,  '  you  must 
not  be  severe  on   my  friend  Duodecimo 
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Quarto  ;  how  strange   it  is  I  should  have 
written   love  lyric ks  for  him  these  sixteen 
montlis  without  its  once  occurring  to  me 
you  might  write  a  novel/ 
-     'A  novel!' 

*  Aye;  look  at  Mrs,  Dashfield  Fern- 
shaw,  since  her  divorce,  and  marriage  with 
the  colonel,  how  many  volumes  she  has 
3vritten,  I  forget  the  names,  something 
about  changes  of  a  transitory  state; 
come,  Ellen,  you  owe  me  a  gift  for  that 
affair  of  Stud's;  we  are  in  a  deuced  scrape 
«— I  know  you  can  write,' 

*  Madam,'  said  Quarto,  *  a  little  cou- 
rage, a  friend  for  a  reviewer,  and  a  few- 
dazzling  scenes,  a  few  sleeping  beauties 
interspersed,  do  the  business  in  these 
cases.' 

*  But,  Sir,'  urged  I,  'the  person  you 
address  is  so  ignorant  of  the  rules  of  such 
composition ;  no  j)lan,  no  story  occurs 
to  me.' 

*  Look,  Madam,'  cried  Quarto,  draw- 
ing a  chair  near  me,  and  dipping  a  pen  in 
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the  ink  stand,  '  my  fancy  shall  supply  one: 
always  draw  your  scene  at  a  distance  from 
England,  and  let  it  be  no  hacknied  path, 
as  thus,  the  Prince  of  California  is  seized 
\viih  a  violent  penchant  for  a  Cape 
beauty.' 

'  Hang  it,  Quarto,  are  you  mad  V 
cried  Temple,  '  can  you  think  Lady  Ellen 
would  colour  such  a  sketch  as  this  ?  let  it 
be  something  modern,  and  in  Eondon, 
the  Horrors  of  Bond  Street,  or  any 
taking  title,  but  away  with  your  Hotten- 
tot tale.' 

*  If  Lady  Ellen  would  put  her  name, 
indeed  it  would  be  something.' 

'  Never,'  cried  Temple,  '  will  I  give 
my  enemies  such  a  triumph.' 

*'  Quarto  now  changed  his  tone,  and  as 
the  sum  he  offered  for  my  work  was  not  to 
be  rejected  by  people  circumstanced  as  we 
were,   1  agreed  to  attempt  the  novel. 

*'  When  Quarto  next  called  I  shewed  bin 
my    unfinished    manuscript,  he  expressed 

VOL.   IV.  F 
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himself  delighted  with  the  performance  ; 
*  the  style  was  new  (lie  might  indeed  say 
so)  but  pray  how  docs  your  Ladyship  in- 
tend to  conclude  ?' 

*  By  a  marriage,  certainly,'  answered 
I,   smiling  at  grief. 

*  Will  not  that  be  too  coarse  a  conclu- 
sion, with  deference  to  your  Ladyship  ?' 

*'  I  was  extremely  provoked  at  his  remark, 
and  the  smile  Temple  could  not  repress  ; 
but  Quarto,  putting  on  his  spectacles, 
drew  from  his  pocket  a  small  book,  *  this,' 
said  he,  '  1  lend  to  all  my  ladies ;  it  is  an 
account  of  Italian  poisons,  and  this  is  the 
iDOSt  approved  death  of  the  day.' 

''  Let  me  wave  this  absurdity;  during 
the  time  I  was  writing  for  the  press,  when- 
ever I  found  my  ideas  cease  to  flow  I  ram- 
bled round  the  Green  Park  to  restore  the 
■wasted  s[)rin::.  One  day  I  was  accosted 
by  a  voice  familiar  to  my  ear. 

*  Mr.  Lyttleton,'  exclaimed  I,  *  is  it 
possible  I  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
you  ?' 
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^*  This  young  gentleman,  who  was  heir  to 
the  Abhford  title,  had  been  abroad  at  the 
period  of  my  marriage,  and  so  litde  had 
he  of  fashion  about  him,  that  my  altered 
circumstances  only  inspired  him  with  ad- 
ditional respect ;  from  this  hour  he  allowed 
no  day  to  pass  without  importuning  my 
father  in  our  favor;  indeed  his  help  had 
become  indispensible,  and  although  Tem- 
ple's pride  had  induced  him  to  give  a  gui- 
nea to  inform  the  public,  and  lovers  of 
news,  that  Lady  Ellen  Temple  piomised 
to  perpetiiate  the  honorable  line  of  the 
OTcmples  of  Ballcrageny,  little  pomp  of 
preparation  was  used  for  the  expected 
stranger  ;  I  can  hardly  regret  the  period  I 
spent  amid  the  frown  of  fortune,  con- 
vinced as  I  am,  I  then  was  taught  to  know 
myself. 

"  Lyttleton's  intercessions,  in  part,  pre- 
vailed, and  on  my  recovery  from  an  indis- 
position,  in    which  the  hope  of  the  BalU 
crageny's  was  lost,  Temple  and  myself  re- 
f2     • 
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ceived    a   formal    invitation    to  dinner  at 
Ash  ford  house. 

*'  I  would  have  knelt  to  my  faliier  ;  but 
taking  my  hand,  he  coolly  seated  me  he- 
side  him,  and  commenced  his  repast: 
Lady  Ashford's  eye  was  on  me — liow  at- 
tentively did  she  view  my  plain  robe  and 
unadorned  head. 

*  You  do  not  employ  Manchestre  now, 
I  think,'  was  her  observation. 

*  She  must  be  ruined  by  richer  people,' 
luy  reply. 

'*  At  the  desert  my  father  rose,  and  taking 
me  into  the  library,  drew  chairs,  with  the 
solemnity  of  a  studied  audience.  I  own  I 
Avas  inexpressibly  afliected;  niy  long  es- 
trangement fi  om  my  only  parent,  the  hours 
of  sorrow,  (for  even  sorrow  had  visited 
me,)  I  had  endured,  softened  my  heart, 
and,  weeping,  I  avowed  I  wished  no  favor 
but  his  blessing. 

'  Lyttleton,'  said  Lord  Ashford,  *  has 
pleaded  your  ease  with  no  common  feel- 
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jng,  and  I  have  agreed  to  use  my  interest 
with  Lord  Wei  field  for  Mi\  Telnple — a  di- 
plomatic situation  may  be  obtained  ;  in- 
deed, so  many  younger  brothers  ^rowd  on 
the  noble  houses  now,  that  some  embassy 
»:iust  shortly  be  thought  of,  if  it  should 
only  be  to  the  Peak  of  Teneriffe.' 

"  I  ventured  delicately  to  hint  at  talent, 
gravity,  and  knowledge,  but  hastily  putting 
an  end  to  the  discourse,  he  consigned  mo 
to  the  drawing-room  and  my  lady. 

"  The  Countess  of  Ashford  had  all  my 
mother's  profusion,  without  her  taste  ; 
sprawling  Chinese  dragons  and  lanthorns 
filled  every  apartment  in  Ashford  House; 
pagodas  rung  their  bells  as  the  carriages 
crossed  the  court,  and  hieroglyphics  deck- 
ed the  staircases. 

'  Do  you  know.  Lady  Ellen,'  said  Bar- 
bara, lounging  as  she  sipped  her  coffee, 
*  your  last  book  has  created  you  a  number 
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*  It  could  not  have  deprived  me   of  a 
Jrlend,''  exclaimed  I,  significantly. 

'  You  may  be  mistaken  ;  your  friends 
only  reserved  themselves/ 

*  Till  the  storm  had  wasted  itself/  re- 
plied I,  bitterly  ;  ^  with  my  sunshine, -the 
ephemera  would  have  returned.' 

''  Lyttleton  now  came  in,  and  turning 
the  discourse  on  the  poetical  parts  of  my 
publication,  paid  me  many  delicate  com- 
pliments. His  unabating  endeavours  for 
Temple's  welfare  were  crowned  with  suc- 
cess; he  was  appointed  to  the  embassy  of 
what  Sancho  would  have  .termed  '  I  know 
not  what  nor  where  :'  Mr.  Temple,  to  my 
great  surprise,  insisted  on  my  accompany- 
ing him,  and  as  his  finances  were  recruited 
we  gave  an  elegant  enlertainnient,  previous 
to  leaving  England,  to  our  companions  dii 
xoxjagt  ;  they  consisted  of  the  Honorable 
Telix  0"Sncll,  Lord  Blarney's  youngest 
son,  Fingal  Al'Morven,  the  Earl  of  Tay's 
second  hope,  a  VV'elchnian,  with  three  hun- 
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dred  qnartings,  and  one  Tom  Prince,  of 
doubtful  origin ;  the  Iribhman,  in  noise, 
exploit,  and  recital,  did  not  shame  Dcrry ; 
as  to  Fingal,  he  had  been  taugiit  to  walk 
as  if  at  every  step  he  apprehended  a  man- 
trap, and  'gin  a  woman  spake  to  think  o' 
Eve  ;'  the  Welchman  had  much  of  enthu- 
siastic honor  about  him,  and  Prince,  on< 
whom  a  most  liberal  education  had  been, 
bestowed,  promised  to  add  wit  and  anec- 
dote to  the  fire  of  the  Irish,  and  the  cau- 
tious gravity  of  the  Scotsman. 

*'  Provided  with  a  good  ship,  amply 
stored,  and  masters  of  their  time,  the 
gentlemen  passed  it  pleasantly  ;  we  landed 
on  most  of  the  Greek  islands,  and  there 
I  reassumed  my  pencil. 

''Al  Consiaiitinuplel  lost  T^Ir.  Temple, 
after  a  few  days  illness  ;  we  had  r  ot  b?:€a 
lovers,  yet  I  regretted  hiuj,  and  received 
his  testimony  of  my  duty  towards  him  with 
pleasure.  Governm<^nt  have  settled  on 
me  a  handsome  pension,  andsnice^  I  have- 
F  4 
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resided  in  Malta,  detained  by  the  affection 
of  kind  friends/' 

*'  Allow  me  to  ask,  Lady  Ellen,  what 
kind  of   nian  is  Mr.  Lyttieton?"' 

"  Oh  1  very  handsome,"  cried  she, 
with  naiveiCy  **  and  I  love  him  very  much." 

^*  Not  very  much,"  said  the  colontl, 
*'  or  I  have  a  shrewd  guess,  my  friend 
here  will  hate,  in  proportion  as  you  love  V"^ 
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CHAPTER  VI IL 


**  Manners  with  fcrtancs,  humours  turn  with  climcsj 
*'  Tcueri  wjth  becks,  and  pTinciplc5  with  times. 

Jns  Lady  Ellen,  sometimes  gay,  somelimes 
grave,  pursued  the  thread  of  her  story  ; 
Iloseville  viewed  her  with  varying  senti* 
nients  ;  her  manners  were  more  polislted. 
thanher  slyle  of  narrative,  and,  he  secret- 
ly wi.-vhed  lo  peruse  her  works,  j'v^dging. 
accurately,  that  authors  thus  unconscious- 
ly devehope  their  secret  thoughts. 

Lady  Ellen,  engaged  in  painting  a  crape 
dress  for  2\lvs.  Cleveland,  in  the  course 
of. her  emplovinent,  found  occupation  for 
the  genlknien  ;  she  made  thi3  an  excuse 
f^r  declining  per  mission  to  Roreville,  to. 
V  5 
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read  her  novel  at  tlie  colonel's,  but  gave 
.him  the  volumes  to  peruse  at  leisure; — 
Roseville  compared  them  to  a  ruinous 
garden  ;  the  reader  tempted  by  some  un- 
expected beauty,  traversed  the  weeds,  and 
desolation,  secure  that  where  the  roses 
might  spring  they  were  those  of  nature; 
like  the  disposition  of  winter,  the  grave 
and  the  ga}',  were  blended  so  intimately, 
the  tear  of  feeling,  but  trembled  till  the 
captivating  smiles  of  wit  had  departed. 

No  man  who  peruses  the  work  of  a  fe- 
male pen,  with  a  mind  divested  of  critical 
acrimony,  and  thoughts  that  take  in  their 
extent  the  path  of  sorrow  that  must  be 
passed  ere  the  shrinking  sensibility  of 
woman,  can  approach  the  fiat  of  public 
opinion,  l)at  will  acknowledge  the  task 
in  itself,  sufficiently  severe. 

When  indeed,  the  titled  authoress,  pre- 
sen^ts  the  offspring  of  her  voluptuous  hours 
to  press,  the  divorced  moralist  ventures  to 
instruct;  or,  the  sentimental  friend  of   the 


THE  MALTESE  PORTRAIT.    Ill 

bookseller,  publishes  poetic  dialogues 
between  her  delicacy  and  the  sensitive 
plant  :  then  moy  tlie  Reviewer  dip  his 
pen  in  the  bitterest  gall  of  satire  ;  but> 
\-.  hen  another  page  unfolds — when  a  mo- 
ther wastes  tlie  midnight  lamp  at  the  couch 
of  her  orphan  children, — the  daughter  of 
the  veteran  prostitutes  her  mind — ere 
her  person  becomes  the  price  of  her  fa- 
ther's comfort,  and  as  she  depictures  scenes 
imperfectly  her  innocence  as  yet  has  ne- 
vei'  known,  and  proudly  exclaims,  to  her 
dying  parent,  from  the  volume  he  loved,, 
'^all  is  lost,  but  our  honour  !"  that  yet  re- 
mains— can  man  unfold  such  a  narrative? 
and  talk  of  style  ?  of  arrangement  ?  or  of 
science. 

It  is  strange,  but  most  true,  that  like 
the  slave  raised  to  authority,  the  quill  dri- 
ver, who  has  known  all  the  vicissitudes  of 
a  writer's  life,  is  most  unfeelingly  severe, 
when  the  gall  of  literary  irritation,  is  suf? 
F  6 
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ficiently    bitter,    to  entitle    him   to   com- 
mence reviewer. 

Lady  Ellen,  when  conversing  with  MrS; 
Cleveland,  on  the  subject  of  her  works,, 
atfectingly  compared  the  degradation  a 
woman  of  high  wrought  feeling  experi- 
ences, on  writing  for  the  public,  with  the- 
next  step  of  poverty,  that  of  personal 
vice, 

^*  My  dear,"  said  her  friend,  ''ilis  evei' 
thus  vvith;  yoa ;  you  strike  too  high,  or 
low,  hi  your  view  of  things,  to  hit  tha 
mark  :  Avho  would  regret  a  Radcliffe — a 
Burney — a  Hamilton,  cu',— ^a  West  had 
written  but,respects  their  talents,  their  vir- 
tues :  '*  You  have  brought  the  strongest  in^ 
stances,  in  favor  of  your  argument,  that 
can  be  produced  in  our  language,"  said, 
Lady  Ellen,,  *'  doubtless,  none  of  thesa 
ever  wrote  uncjer  the  circumstances  t© 
which  1  allude;  but  surely,  you  will  allow 
the  woman,  who  is  conscious  she  is  dcsr 
tined  for  the  shade,  eflife,  that  the  feel- 
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ia^s  of  her  bosom  were  ipitenckd  to   be   a3 
delicately  veiled  as  ih.U  bosom  itself,  caij 
experience  no  pang,  equal  to  exposing  its 
every  sentiment,   whether  virtue,   or   vice,- 
for   both  have  their  alternate  sway,   in  the 
imagination   to   the  eye,    that  cannot    b3 
diverted  from  its  criticisn-iS,  by  the  pathos 
of  her  own  story  ;  to   ears,  that  arc  only 
open  to   the   errors  of  a  composition,  or-^ 
the  unguarded  disclosure  of  a   sentiment, 
said  lo  be   fraught    with   danger  to   weak 
heads,  and  weak  hearts  :  suppose  my  dear 
madam,    the  mo(!est  woman,    requiied  by 
her  task-master,  to  write  of  love  ? — 

*' The  humane  a4nhoress,  inspired  with 
gratitude,  to  pen  satiie — .enough  ofgra^ 
vity^"  cried  she,  as  Ro?eville  apjJ  the  colo- 
nel entered — ■ 

^'  I  ha\e  been  reading  pages,,  calculated 
to  banish  it,"  cried  tlie  former.  ''  How  La- 
dy Ellen,  amid  the  scene  of  which  ycj 
have   spoken,   could   you   find    spirits    tQ 
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write  SO  satirically,  I   may  add,  so  enter* 
taining." 

*'  Prid€,  sheer  pride,  my  lord,  is  it  not 
enouoh  to  be  miserable,  without  infectifi«y 
the  public  with  your  lacrimals  ;  I  know 
by  your  looks,  you  are  about  to  criticise>. 
thus,   I  answer  all  your  objections. 

*'  Like    Shakespear,   I   have   quarrelled 
with   the  Unities,  and,   in  imniitation    af. 
his   Fluellen,    confounded    iVIacedon  and 
Wales,   for  tlie  love  of  a  river,'" 

^*  But  my  dear  Lady  Ellen,  you  may  yet 
write  for  amusement;  why  lead  your  hero^. 
so  far  alield  for  adventures?" 

''Voltaire,"  answered  she,  *'  made  the 
same  enquiry  of  Tasso ;  mcthinks  amid 
the  pleasure  flights  of  imagination  give 
even  the  gravest,  it  was  timid  to  enquire, 
**  why  the  knight  came  from  Jerusalem  to 
the  Peak  of  Teneriffe,"  and  thus,  explain 
his  errand,  "  to  enter  a  forest,  and  fjght  a 
hobgoblin;"  now  let  me  tell  you  on  the 
word  of  an   authoress,  without  foliage  of 
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the  brownest  shade,    and   ghosts    of    the 
palest  hue,'  /  pur  occupations  lost*/  " 

]\Iany  similar  conversations  passed^.and 
Lord  Rosevilie  saw  Lady  Ellen  attempted,, 
under  the  disguise  of  levity,  a  concealmenr 
of  wounded  pride  and  offended  delicacy. 
She  rose  yet  higher  in  his  estimation  ;  the 
blush  of  modesty  crosses  the  mind  ere  it 
rises  to  the  check. 

The  ball  that  shortly  followed  the  se- 
clusion of  the  friends  at  St.  Josepli,  was 
held  in  one  of  the  largest  rooms  of  the 
palace  of  Valeite;  groupes  of  ?\Ialtese 
mingled  with  the  British,  and  by.the  satis^ 
faction  of  their  countenances  evinced  the 
joy  with  which  they  beheld  them  succeed 
the  late  possessors  of  Melita.  Tiieir  na- 
tional dance,  .the  IManfraedina,  was  in 
compliment  introduced.  Rosevilie  remark- 
ed it  appeared  the  ground  of  the  waltz.; 

*  The  Author  has  made  Lady  Ellen  the  vehicle  of 
an  apology,  a  dull  prefucc  might  not  succeed  in  of- 
ferlDj'. 
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the  circular  motion  of 'lie  coijj)]cs  arc  oinii> 
ted  ;  but  with  left  hands  joined,  the  fe* 
male  leaning  her  right  on'^^'her  partner's 
shoulder,  the  pairs  swifdy  traverse  the 
room;  and  occasionally  joining  each 
Other  in  the  maze  of  a  ligure,  return 
again  to  their  original  division.  Tiie  tune 
is  livelvj  and  resembles  the  Sicilian  dance«. 

j\Iis.  Cleveland  and  Lady  Ellen  joined 
the  dancers,  and  seemed  intimate  with 
mos*=of  the  native  visitants.  The  latter, 
ill  reply  to  an  enquiry  of  Lord  Uoseville's,- 
concerning  a  very  handsome  woman  un- 
becomingly dressed,   replied': 

*'  That  is  the  Baroness  Moota  ;  she  of- 
ten takes  lierdejune  with  nje  ;  and  I  then- 
endeavour  to  introduce  a  few  of  Afanches- 
tres'  remembered  rules  in  her  costume. — 
Confess,  admirer  of-  portraits,  Portia.- 
herself  would  lose  her  graces  in  such  fan- 
tastic decoration." 

The  Baroness,  loaded  with  trinket?^, 
displayed  a  tn pee  ^' dein  po?uk/'  io  \y\nd\i 
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the  back  of  her  necherchef,  fastened  ; 
short  petticoats  ainl  a  kind  of  large  French 
jacket  concealed  the  graces  of  her  petit 
figure  ;  and  had  Lady  Ellen  sought  a  con- 
trast to  her  own  elegance,  she  would  have 
found  it  in  one  who,  critically  examined, 
far  exceeded  her  in  beauty.  The  Maltese 
ladies,  without  levity,  have  an  affectionate 
kindness  of  manner  towards  the  females  of 
England,  that  has  greatly  contributed  to 
mingle  society  in  the  island. — The  baroness 
during  the  surrender  of  St.  Elmo,  had  beeu 
absent  in  Sicily  ;  Lady  Ellen  had  not  failed 
to  interest  her  in  behalf  of  Portia,  who 
was  generally  believed  to  have  perished 
during  the  sanguinary  scenes  at  the  retak- 
ing of  Valette. — A  few  masks  entered  the 
ball-room  in  the  course  of  tlie  evening; 
but  their  costume  partook  more  of  inveri' 
tive  fancy  than  the  guise  o^  II  Carnlvale. 
An  elegant  supper  followed  ;  but  here 
the  Maltese,  who  had  equalled  their  Eng-. 
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lish  friends  during  lh(;  evening's  amuse- 
inent  in  every  mark  of  polislicd  ceremony, 
were  defective.  Lady  Ellen,  though  ac- 
quainled  with  the  Usages  that  rendered, 
such  a  breach  of  decorum  a  matter  of  no 
moment  to  her  Mciitian  friends,  felt  con- 
fused ;  as  following  Roseville's  eye,  she 
saw  it  fixed  on  the  baroness ;  w  ho,  though 
she  inten  e  i  to  re- assume  the  MaiilVaBdina,. 
was  employed  in  opening  her  pockets  to 
the  contributions  her  partner  levied  from. 
every  dish  of  sweetmeats.  This  custom, 
£0  disgusting  to  an  English  woman,  is  now 
said  to  be  laid  aside  amongst  the  belles  of 
Malta,  from  the  officiousness  of  an  officer,, 
who  insisted  on  pouring  a  glass  of  wineL 
over  a  similar  plunder. 

Colonel  Cleveland's  party  relurned  to 
St.  Joseph  that  night.  Passing  through 
the  streets  of  Yalette,  where  the  venders 
of  chesnuts  were  yet  vociferating  over 
their  brasin's,  and  mingling  their  paloh^ 
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with  the  discordant  tones  of  idle  groupes 
assembled  round  them,  alternately  calling 
out  the  numbers  ef  j}Io?yi,  or  bargaining 
for  the  chief  article  of  their  simple  suste- 
nance, they  proceeded  to  the  villages^, 
from  whose  elegantly  structured  churches 
the  matin-bell  announced  the  break  of 
morn. 

Englishmen,  though  acknowledged  in 
their  own  country  to  prepare  for  amuse- 
ment with  the  ]m[)ortance  of  a  festival  ; 
and  to  admit  no  wreathed  smiles,  no  rural 
excursion,  no  socic\l  banquet,  without  the 
avaiit  couriers  of  invitation,  form,  and 
jest  frighting  etiquette,  assume  a  different 
character  abroad.  The  plan  of  the  morn- 
ing is  seized  with  avidity  in  the  evening. — 
Thus  when  ?ilrs,  Cleveland  proposed  visit- 
ing Goza,  Roseville  and  the  colonel  made 
instant  preparation  for  an  excursion,  in 
which  Lady  Ellen  declared  she  would  not 
consent  to  have  joined,  had  she  not  hoped 
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to  meet  Julio. — ^'  Portia  is  now,"  said  she, 
*'  at  the  convent  of  St.  Aanes.  Let  us 
diverge  a  little,  and  visit  her." 

"  Not  without  news,  acceptable  to  the 
saints,  who  have  refused  her  admittance 
on  the  plea  of  poverty,"  said  the  colonel  ;. 
"  the  palace  of  Floriane  itself,  hired  by 
the  English  government,  will  enrich  a 
Maltese  lady;  besides  her  estates  in  the 
casal  of  Li  a,  the  possession  of  which  none, 
will  dispute." 

*'  Methinks  I  would  rather  they  were- 
employed  to  bring  her  romance  to  another 
conclusion.  I  like  the  pictures,  the 
shrines,  the  ceremonies  of  the  convent; 
but  surely,  when  the  audience  are  dis- 
persed,  and'  the  curtain  drawn,  the  holy 
calm  on  which  manv  dilate  must  be  insuf- 
fbrably  ennuing.''' 

*'  As  a  writer  I  may  create  a  word,"* 
said  Lady  Ellen,  as  INlrs.  Cleveland  \\qA 
up  her  warniupf  hand. 

Tiie  conversation  turning  on  tbe  fav:'Oi^ 


able  terms  the  natives  of  IMalta  were  on 
with  the  Britisii,  Colonel  Clevehnid  re- 
lated nianv  anecdotes  respeciiiiij^  mistakes 
that  had  arisen  between  the  Enjih^h  sol- 
diers and  the  Melitians,  on  the  lan'ling 
of  th:-  former.  "  Amonust  other  ludicrous 
circunistances,"  said  li-e,  *'  a  coiuplaint 
was  made  me  by  one  of  my  men  against  a 
native,  who  had  clapped  hi-n  on  the 
slioulder,  crossed  him,  called  hnn  JaJm^, 
and  drank  sour  wine  with  him.  Tiie 
causes  of  the  dispute  were  as  follows  : 
*  Hot  with  the  Mtlitian  graf)e,'  the  sol- 
flier  had  related  his  exploits  ;  and  when  he 
believed  the  mind  of  his  auditor  sufficient- 
ly impressed  with  a  belief  of  his  judgment 
in  deeds  of  valour,  demanded  of  the  Mal- 
tese some  accounts  of  those  knight;?,  whose 
history  'he  had  heard  in  part  confusedly.' 
The  Maltese  seated  on  the  bastion  opfjo- 
site   St.  Ann^elo,   felt  himself  inspired,  and 

^  All  Erglislimcn  are  called  John  by  the  Maltese; 
their  women  Marin. 
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^  fought  an  boar  by  the  Jerusalem  clock,' 
till  an  unlucky  question  of  the  soldier  de- 
^-troyed  all  amity.  '  I  understand  pretty 
well  what  you  mean  by  the  languages, 
though  your  English  is  good  for  nothing, 
but  such  a  subject  as  you  are  on,'  said  the 
Englishman  ;  '  but  as  you  had  knights  of 
all  countries,  you  must  have  had  Britons 
amongst  you  before.'    !■ 

''  The  Maltese  nodded,  *  Yes,  John, 
yes.' 

^*^  Well  then,  tell  me  their  posts,  in 
case  of  attack.' 

*'  The  native  enumerated  them,  and 
assigned  the  languages  of  every  country  to 
its  appointed  bulwark,  concluding  with 
the  platform  of  St.  Lazarus  to  the  English 
knights. 

^'  'What's  that  you  say,  eater  of  grapes?' 
cried  the  soldier ;  *  give  the  defence  of 
St.  Andrew  to  Spain,  and  that  of  Lazarus 
lo  England.' 

*'  It  is  needless  to  detail  the  words  that 
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passed,  or  the  noise  that  ensued  ;  llie  very 
dogs  conceived  themselves  eniitled  to  share 
in  the  dispute  tliey  had  in  the  story. 
Fortunately  the  guard  prevented  recourse 
being  had  to  the  stiletto  by  the  enraged 
Melitian." 

*'  When  I  retire  from  the  army-,  Rose- 
ville,"  cried  the  colonel,  as  he  concluded 
the  explanations,  '^  the  conciliating  steps 
and  the  judgment  I  pronounced  in  this 
case  will  set  my  mind  at  ease  relative  to 
county  disputes."  - 

At  break  of  day,  the  party  accompanied 
by  Manley,  who  brightened  at  his  belov- 
ed master's  improving  looks,  proceeded  to 
the  village  of  La  Victoria,  a  short  distance 
from  the  convent  of  St.  Agnes.  Here 
they  halted  to  their  Uierning  repast. 

Robcville  had  not  seen  the  Lady  D'Lia 
since  the  confidential  letter  she  had  ho- 
nored him  with  ;  and  though  he  could  not 
reproacn  himself  with  neglect  of  its  re- 
quests, coujparing  the  state  of  his  heart 
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on  receiving  it  wiih  that  it  now  experienced 
for  a  different  object,  he  felt  as  if  its  emo- 
tions were  known  to  all  around  him. 

Lady  Ellen,  perceiving  his  gravity,  ral- 
lied iiim  on  it ;  till  mistaking  the  cause,  she 
felt  its  infecting  power,  and  awakening  to 
jealousy  and  love,  became  as  taciturne  as 
himself. 

*'  We  are  at  the  gates  of  St.  Agnes," 
said  Mrs.  Cleveland,  looking  from  the 
windows  of  the  English  carriage,  in  which 
she  rode. 

Admitted  to  the  grate,  the  party  had 
leisure  to  survey  the  interior  of  a  ]\Ialtese 
convent,  whilst  their  names  were  an^ 
nounced  to  the  abbess.  All  elegance  of 
adornment  had  disappeared,  during  the 
residence  of. the  French  ;  but  the  pictures 
struck  the  eye,  as  improved  b\  the  loss  of 
their  spicndid  frames.  The  shrine  admit- 
ted a  more  abaliacted  devotion,  the  image 
a  purer  houiage.  The  apartment,  paved 
With  dark  marble  highly  polished,  had  in 
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its  centre  a  table  of  carved  wood  highly 
wrought,  with  the  shipwreck  and  preser- 
vation of  St.  John  in  MeUta.  An  iron 
grate,  the  length  of  the  room,  over  the 
interior  of  which  a  velvet  curtain  was 
closely  drawn,  presented  a  small  wheel, 
on  which  lay  several  letters. 
"  Is  this  the 

**' Moving  messenger  of  love  " 

cried^he  colonel,   pointing  to  it. 

"  Hush,"  cried  Mrs.  Cleveland  ;  ''  the 
curtain  moves/' 

A  sister,  whom  curiosity  had  drawn  to 
the  grate,  now  gathered  its  velvet  shade 
aside  ;  and  hardly  had  the  strangers  time 
to  admire  the  interior  room,  from  whence 
the  fretted  aisles  of  a  church  lessened  in 
perspective,   than  Portia  appeared. 


VOL.  IV.  © 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

""  I  waste  the  matin  lamp  in  si^hs  for  thee, 
*'  Thy  image  steals  between  my  God  and  me ; 
*'  Thy  voice  I  seem  in  ev'ry  hymn  to  hear, 
**  With  ev*ry  bead  I  drop  too  soft  a  tear," 

Portia  appeared  to  Lord  RoseviTle  even 
more  attractive  than  her  portrait,  Tliough 
not  a  professed  nan,  she  had  in  part 
adopted  the  dress  of  a  religieuse  ;  and  her 
lino  eye  and  expressive  features  were 
sweetly  shaded  by  the  veil  of  her  noviciate. 
In  her  reception  of  Lady  Ellen,  Roseville 
saw  how  delicate,  how  affectionate  had 
been  the  advances  of  that  amiable  Eng- 
lishwoman to  her  friendship.  Portia 
ceemed  more  tranquil  than  the  tenor  of  her 
■letter  gave  hope  of.  Gratefully  she  be- 
-  towed  her  acknowledgments  to  those  who 
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had  interested  themselves  in  her  behalf; 
but  the  colonel  relieved  the  subject  by 
rallying  her  on  her  distrust  of  his  nation. 

The  ladies  gathered  sufficient  from  her 
discourse,  to  find  that  her  reverse  of  situ- 
ation had  impressed  the  altered  sister  of 
our  lady  of  la  Hadia  with  the  inclination 
of  receiving  her ;  and  that  the  elder  ones 
had  actually  been  blessed  with  visions,  in 
which  St.  Portia  was  announced  as  the  fu- 
ture worker  of  miracles  in  their  holy 
church. 

Constance  was,  however,  on  the  point 
of  removal  to  St.  Agnes,  with  the  consent 
of  the  Prior  of  Citti  Vechi ;  and  her  friend, 
who  now  summed  up  her  earthly  enjoy- 
ments in  her  loved  society,  entered  at  the 
same  period  as  a  boarder.  The  abbess  of 
St.  Agnes  was  nearly  related  to  the  baron- 
ess Mosta. 

Lord  Roseville  and  the  colonel,  leaving 
the  ladies  to  inform  their  fair  entertainer 
of  their  destined  excursion,  walked  out  to 
g2 
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the  gardens,  whither  one  of  the  monkf 
attached  to  the  monastery  accompanied 
them. 

Lady  Ellen,  taking  Portia's  fair  hands 
through  the  grate,  pressed  them  affection- 
ately in  her's. 

**  I  shall  not  again  see  you  for  some 
weeks,  my  friend,"  said  she  ;  "our  little 
party  intend  going  through  the  island,  to* 
wards  the  coast,  opposite  the  lesser  islands. 
Perhaps,"  said  she,  looking  earnestly  at 
her  as  she  spoke,  "  perhaps,  we  may 
cross"— 

*'  To  Goza  ?"  interrogated  Portia,  her 
colour  varying. 

*'  Probably ;  now,  my  dear  catholic, 
allow  me  to  have  presentiments  as  well  as 
the  sisters  of  Hadi " 

'' No,"  ciied  her  agitated  auditor,  in- 
terruptmg  tier.  '*  I  know  what  you  would 
say;  but  even  hope  rejects  such  a  dream. 
Were  Julio  living,  the  distance  so  trifling, 
the  means  of  intercourse  free,  what  could 
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prevent  my  dearest  Constance  from  being 
apprized  of  his  safety  ? — Say,"  cried  she 
to  her  friend,  as  she  entered  to  the  grate, 
*'  say,  Constance,  can  a  doubt  arise  of 
Julio's  fate  r^ 

The  nun  cast  her  suffused  eyes  on  Ellen, 
and  crossincf  lierself  with  an  air  of  resij^na- 
tion,  implied  by  iier  manner  she  had  long 
given  up  expectation  of  his  return. 

The  abbess  soon  joined  the  party  at  the 
grate,  where  a  handsome  repast  was  spread 
by  the  lay  sisters.  The  gentlemen  were 
summoned;  and  delighted  with  the  lively 
sallies  of  the  sisters,  allowed  many  hours 
to  pass,  ere  they  thought  of  reminding 
their  fair  friends  of  the  lapse  of  time. 

Lady  Ellen  made  no  scruple  of  avowing 
her  past  opinions  ;  **  but  now,"  said  she, 
*'  you  appear  so  cheerful  and  happy,  I  am 
tempted  to  creep  through  the  bars  to—* 
*  be  even  as  one  of  you.'  " 

The  sisters  all  joined  in  warmly  ap- 
plauding her  reformation  ;  and  in  a  laugli*^ 
g3 


130         THE  MALTESE  PORTRAIT. 

iag  .kind  of  manner,  drew  in  her  hand  as  it 
playfully  waved  across  the  grating. 

Lord  Roseville  gently  twitched  her  robe 
the  contrary  way. 

^^  Pray,  my  lord,"  cried  Ellen  why  do 
you  come  bet\\eei>  me  and  heaven  ?" 

Soniewhat  confused  at  the  meaning  of 
her  look,  Roseville  relinquished  his  hold  ; 
but  one  of  the  nuns  putting  some  mot  toed 
comfectures  through  the  grate,  desired 
them  to  break  ore,  in  token  of  reconcili- 
al ion. —Roseville  pressed  one  on  Lady 
-Ellen's  fair  palm,  and  exulted  at  its  con- 
tents. 

*'  Hope  and  love,"  cried  the  fair  lady, 
as  he  h:eld!it  to  her  view,  "  a  pretty  senti- 
ment enough  in  its  way.  I  declare  a  con- 
vent is  the  most  seductive  place  I  ever  was 
in  ;  .pi^y,"  cried  she,  tapping  at  a  side 
door,  *'  admit  me,  grave  ladies."  Her  re- 
quest was  complied  with,  and  leaving  the 
nuns  with  her  party,  she  accepted  Portia's 
invitation,  and  jvalked  with  her  in  the 
cloisters. 
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The  jest,  the  repartee,  and  the  smile 
lingered  with  the  friends  they  left. 

*'  My  dearest  Portia,"  cried  Ellen, 
**  say,  should  Julio  ever  return,  ever  meet 
the  object  of  his  love,  cannot  you  both 
retrace  the  steps  you  have  advanced,  to- 
wards your  respective  vows." 

*'  The  laws  would  admit  of  it,  but  not 
our  consciences,'*  replied  Portia,  yet  as 
she  spoke  Ellen  marked  the  rising  glow 
tliat  overspread  her  cheek. 

*'  The  majority  of  a  Knight  of  St.  John, 
and  the  noviciate  of  a  nun,"  continued 
Portia,  *'  are  not  binding,  should  the 
bishop  allow  the  absolvence." 

*'  And  how,  Portia,  beats  your  heart," 
cried  her  friend. 

"  Warmly,"  exclaimed  she,  lifting  up 
her  eyes,  '^  the. heaven  that  implanted  the 
passion  bids  it  live,  unimpaired  by  hours 
of  my  sorrow,  unfaded  by  the  vicissitudes 
of  my  fate." 

"  Judge  from  these  lines/'  said  she,  tak- 
G  4  • 
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ing  a  paper  from  her  robe,  **  if  the  af- 
fection that  breathes  in  my  narrative  con- 
tinues not  in  force  \ — '^ 

To  St,  Agnes. 

'*  When  near  thy  sacred  shrine  I  iK'nd, 
And  trembling,  raise  devotion's  pray'r, 
If  mingled  vows  should  then  ascend. 
And  softer  sighs  be  breathed  there ; 
Forgive  the  love  of  hope  bereav'd, 
Theanguiih'd  sigh,  by  sorrow  heav'd. 

Low  at  thy  holy  altar's  base. 
Each  thought  of  lesser  import  laid  ; 
The  mem'ry  of  my  glorious  race, 
The  pump  their  ricUcs  once  display'd  : 

UnmovM,  these  visions  I  resign  ; 

Love  only  lingers  near  the  shrine. 

Yet  angels  on  their  incens'd  wing, 
Each  sigh  I  breathe  to  heav'n  might  raise  j 
And  ev'ry  secret  impulse  bring. 
And  ev*ry  thought  that  follows  praise  : 
And  all  ray  cherished  wishes  bear, 
So  pure,  so  chaste,  their  wishes  arc; 
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Forgive,  fair  saint,  thfr  erring  heart. 
The  fauU'ring  tongue,  the  bitter  tear ; 
The  love  that  takes  from  heav'n  a  part ; 
The  vow  that  rises  half  sincere  : 

Forgive  the  love  of  hope  bereavM  ; 

The  anguibh'd  sigh,  by  sorrow  heav'd." 

I^dy  Ellen  rapidly  casting  her  eye  over 
the  lines,  returned  them  to  Portia,  who, 
as  she  received  her  silent,  but  expressive 
embrace,  said  : — 

**  And  you,  too,  generous  and  amiable 
stranger,  will  you  not  be  happier  in  your 
love  than  I  have  been  ?  Lord  Roseville 
watches  your  looks,  dwells  on  your  words 
as  Julio  has  done  on  mine;  surely  you  will 
be  happy  ?" 

Lady  Ellen  felt  her  cheeks  glow  with 
conscious  blushes,  and  though  she  denied 
the  discernment  of  the  fair  Melitian,  felt 
pleasure  that  the  observations  of  others, 
confirmed  the  conviction  she  had  herself 
felt. 

She  parted  from  Portia  with  the  affec- 
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tion  of  a  sister,  who,  on  her  part,  as  she 
uttered  a  prayer  for  her  health,  mingled 
with  it  a  lover's  hope. 

Mrs.  Cleveland  and  her  party  left  the 
kind  nuns  of  St.  Agnes  with  the  most  fa- 
vourable impressions  of  their  manners, 
and  proceeded  by  Citti  Vechi  to  Mosta, 
where  the  baronness's  servants  had  re- 
ceived orders  to  accommodate  them. 

It  is,  perhaps,  in  an  excursion  of  this 
kind  we  describe,  that  amiable  people  ad- 
vance to  greater  degrees  of  friendship  than 
any  other.  Lady  Ellen  was  the  life  of  the 
party ;  her  sally  enlivened  the  meal,  her 
song  brought  on  the  hour  of  repose,  and 
her  pencil  perpetuated  the  remembrance 
of  scenes  hallowed  to  her  friends. 

Proceeding  onward,  the  travellers,  near 
the  famed  grotto  of  Calypso,  obttjined  a 
rich  and  commanding  view  of  the  island 
of  their  destination;  from  the  elevation  of 
the  mountain,  in  whose  side  the  romantic 
cave  is  formed,  appeared  Goza,   amid  the 
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Wue  expanse  of  ocean  ;  nearer,  the  an- 
cient Kepbse.uia?,  whilst  the  prominent 
and  rocky  acclivities  of  Malta  formed  a 
rich  coiip-iVceiL  The  grotto,  from  whose 
entrance  a  tlourishing  garden  ivaves  down 
tiic  declivity  towards  tlie  coast,  presented 
an  inviting  spot  for  a  noon-day  repose, 
and  here  the  repast  of  the  travellers,  spread 
under  wild  tig-trees,  received  the  zest  of 
irhade  and  cooling  springs  ;  the  luxurious 
description  of  Fenelon  bears,  however, 
no  simiUtude  to  liie  excavations  of  Me- 
ileha ;  the  spot,  retired  and  delightful, 
seemed  rather  the  chosen  retreat  of  reli- 
gious calm;  nor  did  the  nymphs  of  the 
spring,  personated  by  the  gardener's 
daughters,  present  charms  suliicient  to 
have  deterred  holy  men  from  the  vicinity 
of  their  abode  ;  no  spot  in  ]\Ialta  admits 
of  more  cultivation;  the  terrace,  watered 
.by  the  gushing  springs  of  the  cavern,  re- 
lieves the  eye  by  its  sloping  verdure,  but 
the  lofty  trees,  the  umbrageaus  groves, 
g6 
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through  which  the  goddess  and  her  nymplrs 
delighted  to  wander,  appear  to  have  exist- 
ed only  in  the  imagination  of  the  author 
of  Telemachu-s,  or  the  reality  of  that  en- 
chanting spot,  blooming  in  the  memory  of 
every  admirer  of  picturesque  writing,  must 
exist  in  the  more  fohaged  bowers  of  the 
Ionian  isles.  This  idea  being  generally 
adopted  by  the  party,  Lady  Ellen  was  led 
to  discourse  of  the  pleasurable  visits  she 
had  paid  these  classic  scenes. 

"  With  companions  more  suited,  I  can 
believe  your  ladyship  would  have  there 
offered  sacrifice  to  every  muse,''  said 
RoseviRe. 

"  You  are  mistaken,  my  lord,"  was  her 
reply,  ^'  when  I  wished  for  intelligence 
out  of  Cupid's  calendar^  I  applied  to 
O'Freak,  who  could  trace  the  urchin 
thi^ugh  all  his  antique  haunts  ;  for  graver 
information,  to  M'Morven,  wha  ken'd 
better  things;  and  let  me  declare,  it  would 
add  to  tlie   pleasure,   nay,  the  safety,  oi 
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every  excursion  of  the  kind,  if  two  such 
opposites  were  always  admitted  to  it ;  what 
would  have  become  of  us,  when  the  bow- 
string was  actually  fastening  round  our 
necks,  at  every  step  the  Hibernian  took 
toward  the  seraglio  garden  ! — but  for  the 
Scotsman — N^emo  me  impU7ie  lacessitJ' 

"  I  can  entertain  no  doubt  of  their  at- 
tentions," said  Mrs.  Cleveland,  *'  your 
blended  talent  must  have  made  you  equally 
pleasing  to  both." 

**  Thank  you,  dear  Madam,  for  the 
compliment.  I,  indeed,  never  remember 
to  have  met  with  more  honorable  homage* 
but  this  will  be  accounted  for  when  I  say 
I  had  just  sufficient  judgment  to  trifle  or 
philosophise,  as  suited  the  person  I  ad^- 
dressed  ;  perhaps  in  this  consists  the  whole 
art  of  pleasing.  OTreak  always  left  me 
with  the  impression  of  my  being  a  wit ; 
M'Morven,  that  some  way  or  ither  the 
the   blude   o'  the  Tay's.  and  theL,Ashford% 
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maun  be  mingled,  it  flowed  so  steadily; 
as  to  the  Welcbnian,  an  ordinary  woman 
.passed  his  censure  ;.  and  Prince,  whilst  he 
-touched  my  drawings,  ivrate  out  my  music, 
and  assisted  my  lisp  of  languages,,  display- 
,ed  his  own  accomplishments,  in -a  manner 
that  puts  any  man  in  good  humour  with 
.the  object  that  has  brought  his  talents  into 
notice." 

''  And  Mr.  Temple,"  enquired  the  co- 
lonel,  seeing  R.oseville  look  gravely  at 
her. 

*'  Became  perfectly  my  friend  ;  pep- 
haps  it  is  the  most  politic  measure  a  wo- 
man can  adopt,  to  study  her  husbands 
friends,  and  as  far  as  their  varying  hu- 
mours are.  those  of  principle,  to  coniply 
.with  them.  If,  colonel,  I  may  have  ac- 
knowledged, since  Mr.  Temple's  death,  the 
error  of  my  choice,  during. his  life  I  was 
careful  to  conceal  from  the  world  ;  mine 
;3vas  a  virgin  heart,  ^^1,    to  p^y  him. every 
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deference,  Temple  sought  me  as  a  fortune- 
hunter  I  disappointed  in  his  views,  he 
might  have  treated  me  more  unkindly,  and 
in  the  latter  part  of  his  life,  (for  the  neglect 
1  experienced  from  him,  lasted  but  during^ 
the  period  when  our  observance  of  fashion,. 
rendered.it  a  matter  of  course,)  I  actually 
believe  he  loved  me." 

''  Who  can  doubt  it,"  cried  Soseville^^ 
looking  passionately  on  her. 

*'  Many,  my  lord — Lord  Ashford  and 
his  Barbara,  though  they  looked  unmoved 
on  my  participation  of  Temple's  distresses, 
advised  my  remaining  in  London,  delicate- 
ly hinting,  that  passion  on  either  side  pre- 
sented no  excuse  for  my  accompanying 
him  ;  my  lord,  indeed,  spoke  of  my  in- 
juring my  husband's  interests  by  so  doing; 
I  replied,  that  if  in  imitation  of  some  late 
directors  of  domestic  matters,  he  thouofht 
thus,  I  begged  to  remind  him  that  Lady 
I^ascar   might  have  received   a  guard  oi 
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honor,  [with  more  propriety  than  Madame 
Faitxpas^  and  her  necklace  would  have 
probably  required  less  jewellery." 

The  paity>  in  the  cool  of  the  evening, 
took  a  minute  survey  of  the  excavated 
apartm'^nts,  rising  above  the  grotto  of  Ca- 
lypso ;  they  are  scoped  out  of  the  rock, 
their  plan  singular,  and  its  completion 
inelegant.  Malta  abounds  in  similar 
hollows,  more  adapted  for  concealment 
or  austere  pennance  than  pleasurable  a- 
bodes ;  those  of  the  Ben-gemma  moun- 
tains are,  however,  an  exception  to  the 
remark,  where,  in  sepulchral  grottos, 
exist  evident  traces  of  a  people  polished 
in  the  arts,  of  those  monumental  re- 
mains seldom  visited,  and  indeed  hard- 
ly known  to  the  English  resident  in  Va- 
lette.  The  learned  and  brave.  Boisgelin 
thus  speaks — *'  It  is  impossible  not  to 
be  struck  with  the  beauty  of  these  small 
tombs,  the  exquisite   taste  of  their  com* 
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position,  and  the  highly  finished  manner 
in  which  they  are  executed;  they  may  in- 
deed he  esteemed  the  finest  and  most 
elegant  monuments  existing  of  so  s.uail  a 
size.*" 

•  Vide  the  work  of  the  Chevalier  Boisgelin,  a 
tribute  to  his  order,  more  honorable  thun  all  the 
monuments  of  St,  John. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

**  There  might  you  see  the  lengthening  spires  arise, 
"  The  domfs  swell  up,  the  wid'ning  arches  bend  ; 
**  The  growing  tow'rs,  like  exhalations  rise, 
•*  And  the  huge  columns  heave  into, the  skies.'* 

i  HE  colonel,  Lord  Rose ville^.  and  their 
fair  companions,  embarked  on  board  a 
Maltese  speronare,  at  the  port  of  Mell- 
cha,  and  a  light  breeze  springing  up,  ra- 
pidly coasted  along  the  rocks  of  Point 
Hamar,  and  beating  its  high  acclivities, 
soon  came  in  view  of  the  extent  of  Cu- 
niino  ;  its  barren  soil  presenting  no  of- 
fered pleasure  to  the  lover  of  nature,  or 
its  forted  villai^es  to  the  admirer  of  the 
arts,  the  rowers  proceeded  past  the  north 
point  of  the  island,  towards  the  caverncd 
$hor^s  of  Goza.     The  party,  after   a  de- 
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lightful  sail  of  five  hours,  entered  the  port 
of  Aliggiano,  opposite  the  lesser  island  of 
Cuminetto,  and  seeknig  the  repo-e  of  a 
few  hours,  ordered  one  of  ilieir  Mdltese 
attendants  to  deliver  letters  of  introduc- 
tion, the  kindness  of  the  Baroness  Aiosta 
had  furnished  them  with;  early  in  the 
jiiorning,  the  family  to  whom  they  were 
addressed,  waited  on  them,  and  finding 
them  undetermined  as  to  their  route,  pro- 
posed going  by  land  to  the  Casal  of  Ze- 
bury,  and  from  thence,  returning  by  water 
to  ]\IiiJfgiano.  Finding  the  excursion  would 
embrace  almost  every  object  of  interest 
in  the  island,  the  plan  met  with  the  imme- 
diate approval  of  the  strangers,  who,  after 
two  days  spent  in  roaming  about  the  en- 
virons of  Chambray,  and  in  receiving  the 
attention  of  a  dejuue  in  the  Grand  Mas- 
ter's garden,  from  the  Baron  Velena, 
whose  elder  son  offered  to  accompany  the 
strangers  on  their  excursion,  they  proceed- 
ed in  calahcs,  ,a  species   of  carriage,  oa 
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two  wheels,  drawn  by  a  single  mule,  and 
guided  by  a  running  attendant,  through  a 
couniry  admitting  more  cultivation  than 
Malta,  and  abundantly  more  stored  with 
architectural  remains;  fragments  of  the 
latter  strew  every  road  in  this  interesting 
island. 

Roseville  now  felt  something  of  that  pet- 
ty jealousy,  which  is  the  more  irritating, 
as  being  of  that  species  of  discontent  sen- 
sibk'  men  are  ashamed  of  avowing,  though 
by  no  means  exempt  from  experiencing,  in 
its  most  perplexing  extent.— Young  Vele- 
na   seemed    particularly   struck  with   the 
lively  manners  of  Lady  Ellen  ;  and  as  she 
received   his    politeness    most   graciously. 
Lord  Roseville,  from  being    hitherto  the 
principal  of  the  party,  seemed  gradually 
to  retire  in  the  back   ground.     The  che- 
valier  had    travelled,    and    improved   his 
means  of  information  in  the  manner  for 
which  foreigners  are  remarkable.     With 
us  dissipation  breaks  in  on  a  study  ;  and 
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the  nobleman,  who  pursues  his  pleasures 
with  avidity,  is  seldom  accomplished,  or 
possesses  the  information  necessary  for  the 
station  he  fills  in  society.  But  the  youth 
of  other  climes,  though  they  may  have 
more  than  common  vice,  and  have  drank 
as  largely  of  the  poisoned  cup,  seem  never 
to  have  neglected  the  acquirement  of  edu- 
cation, or  the  finish  judicious  observation 
bestows  to  such  culture.  Tlie  languages 
and  the  arts  are  comnon  to  them  in  youth; 
and  if  they  want  the  solid  iniellectual  judg- 
ment of  the  intelligent,  whom  uur  island . 
proudly  boasts,  they  have  a  vtrsaiihty  of 
genius,  which  it  is  impossible  to  remark 
without  wonder. 

Velena,  to  the  accomplishments  so  de- 
sirable in  polished  life,  united  amiable 
manners  and  principles  deiived  fro:n  no 
vulgar  origin.  The  strangers  shared  the 
sentiments  they  had  m  pi-ed  tiim  with; 
and  even  RoseviUe,  when  Velena  was  not 
'Occupied  in  handing  Lady  £.llen  to  her 


14t)         THE  MALTESE  PORTRAIT. 

calesJie^  forming  its  curtains  to  more  im- 
penetrable shades,  or  holding  her  imple- 
ments for  drawing,  could  allow  him  merit. 
The  road  lay  under  the  high  grounds  of 
Nadur  and  Scicarra,  towards  the  castle 
of  Goza,  once  commanded  by  an  ancestor 
of  Velena's.  During  the  heats  of  day, 
the  party  usually  alighting  spent  its  most 
intense  hours  amid  gardens,  watered  by 
cooling  fountains.  The  flowers  here,  as 
in  Malta,  are  remarkable  for  richness  of 
odour.  The  jessamine  may  be  considered 
as  exceeding  that  of  any  other  clime;  more 
widely  expanding,  its  flowers  are  more 
odoriferous.  The  rose  scents  every  light 
breeze  with  exquisite  perfumes  ;  and  innu- 
merable minor  flowers  seem  to  spread 
themselves  on  the  rocks,  enamoured  of  the 
sun.  The  fruits  partake  of  like  superiority. 
The  gVapes  of  Goza  form  the  most  desi- 
rable part  of  a  Maltese  desert ;  and  boats 
were  wont  to  row  from  Miggiano  to  that 
island,  solely  for  the  purpose  of  exporting 
this  delicious  freight. 
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The  shade,  under  which  the  travellers 
reposed,  was  mo^tly  formed  of  the  fig-tree, 
whose  muscular  branches  at  once  gave 
a  shelter  the  burning  rays  could  not  pene- 
trate, and  presented  a  fruit,  whose <^ol-- 
ingqualities  are  repellant  to  the  deleteri- 
ous effects  of  cliiTidte  on  the  coristitutious 
of  colder  cliuies. 

The  gentlemen  in  their  progress  pur- 
chased many  coins,  found  amongst  the 
light  soils  at  the  extremity  of  ttie  excava- 
tions, with  which  this  island  in  common 
^vhh  Malta,  ahou"«ds.  An  etfr  of  corn, 
a  lyre,  or  a  tripod,  were  usually  engraven 
on  the  surface  of  these  ;  and  Velena  pro- 
mised on  their  return  tb  accompany  them 
to  the  cabinet  of  a  Miggiarian  viituoso 
who  had  been  more  successful  in  preserv- 
ing his  antique  than  modern  coin  from 
the  French  ijarrison  of  Goza. 

The  approach  lo  the  ancient  citadel  of 
Goza,  built  on  a  solit<*ry  rock,  winds 
through  an  opening  cut  through  the  stone, 
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and  leading  to  drawbridges  terminated  bj 
an  antique  arch.  Velena  pointed  out  the 
armour  of  his  family,  with  a  pride  that 
mingled  with  it  dejection  for  the  falle?i 
^^•*hross ;  avowing  himself  the  ance§tqr  of 
that  noble  friend,  who  contemptuously 
braving  death  in  quest  of  honor,  fought 
and  fell  with  the  noble  and  youthful  hero 
Henry  De  Valetie.  The  officers,  who 
had  joined  the  colonel,  and  witnessed  his 
enthusiasm,  beheld  in  the  animated  picture 
he  drew  of  the  contest  of  the  followers  of 
the  cross  and  tlie  crescent,  (for  the  bodies 
-  of  those,  whose  spirits  had  arisen  on  holy 
wings,)  the  parallel  to  that  described  by 
their  immortal  poet,  when  he  paints  the 
conflicting  struggle  for  the  form  of  PaOail- 
c^^fk'la.  Brave  men,  united  in  sentiment,  heed 
not  nation  or  time  in  such  description ; 
and  Velena  retired  from  the  citadel,  his 
cheek  glowi.ig  at  British  praise. 

About  the  suburbs  of  the  citadel,  the 
F€mains  of  pillars  and  tombs  are  found  in 
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abundance. — The  travellers  remained 
three  days  at  Rabbato ;  and  then  pro- 
ceeded towards  thec^r^^/ of  Zebury,  view 
ing  on  their  way  the  remains  of  a  rudely 
formed  Phoenician  structure.  Its  collateral 
and  irregular  form  invites  no  eye  but  the 
antiquarian's  ;  and  the  ladies  turned  from 
its  contemplation,  to  rest  their's  on  the 
elegant  church  of  a  neighbouring  monas- 
tery. Their  curiosity  was  excited  by  a 
crowd  assembled  in  the  portico  ;  and  the 
gentlemen,  diverted  from  the  object  of 
their  attention  by  the  same  appearance, 
walked  slowly  towards  the  spot. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

«'  Say,  will  the  falcon,  stooping  from  above, 

♦*  Smit  with  her  varying  plumage,  spare  the  dovef** 

The  aisles  of  the  church  of  St.  Saffra 
were  thickly  strewn  with  branches  of  myr- 
tle ;  and  the  monks  traversed  its  extent, 
bearing  chaffing  dishes  filled  with  perfume. 
The  instant  Velena  saw  these  marks  of 
apprehended  infection,  he  would  have  re- 
moved the  strangers  from  the  danger ; 
but  their  attention  was  too  strongly  fixed 
on  the  approaching  mourners  of  a  funeral, 
for  them  in^^tantly  to  comply.  Slowly 
bearing  a  bier,  on  wiiich  were  extended  the 
bodies  of  a  young  man  and  woman,  w  hose 
hands  were  linked  in  the  firm  grasp  of 
stiffened  death,  the  mourners  advanced 
through  the  multitude,  and  lowering  their 
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burthen,  laid  it  on  the  pavement ;  till  the 
stone  should  be  removed  off  those  vaults, 
where,  in  common  with  the  indecorous 
custom  of  catholic  churches,  the  dead  are 
thrown  without  coffins,  or  vestige  of  the 
decoration  with  which  affection  decks 
them  for  the  si'ave. 

*'  They  are  either  lovers  of  courtship  or 
of  marriage,"said Mrs. Cleveland.  **Doubt- 
less,  some  little  story  appertains  to  their 
early  ftite,  whose  simple  narrative  may 
contain  more  of  genuine  love  than  all  the 
fictions  of  romance." 

Lady  Ellen  gazed  on  them  till  her  eyes 
filled  with  tears. — *^  So  young,  yet  so  ear- 
ly summoned  to  heaven,"  cried  she,  softly. 

The  monks  advanced  to  the  bier,  and 
Velena  importuned  the  ladies  to  leave  the 
church. 

'^  Doubtless,  amongst  the  multitude 
some  one,"  said  Lady  Ellen,  '^  will  ac- 
company us  to  the  village  where  we  are  to 
h2 


162         THE  MALTESE  PORTRAIT. 

rest  to-night,    and    relate    the    story,    in 
"which  I  confess  myself  deeply  interested." 

Velena  left  his  party  a  few  minutes, 
and  returned,  bringing  with  him  a  vene- 
rable old  man,  who  with  little  persuasion 
accompanied  tliem  to  their  temporary  re- 
sidence. From  his  recital,  Lady  Ellen, 
entered  the  following  story  in  the  journal 
of  her  tour. 

'^  On  the  side  of  Goza,  opening  to  the 
Sardinian  sea,  among  the  rocky  caverns 
of  wave-w'orn  shores,  the  small  creek 
named  Hecca,  affords  shelter  to  a  few 
feluccas  and  lesser  boats,  whose  owners 
trade  with  the  Greek  islands,  exchanging 
nankeen  and  medicinal  plants  of  Goza  fur 
silks.  This  traffic,  in  the  remote  parts  of 
the  island,  continually  exposes  it  to  ttie 
danger  of  pestilential  disease  ;  nor  can  the 
government  entirely  prevent  it,  as  the  so* 
litude  of  the  place,  and  its  distance  from 
any  great  port,  render  the  arrival  of  these 
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boats  a  secret,  known  only  to  those  too 
greatly  interested  to  betray  it.  Frequent 
voyages  render  the  sailors  careless  of  dan- 
ger;  nor  when  the  gay  and  youthful  Las- 
cari  bent  his  sails  for  the  port  of  Stivali, 
did  his  mind  admit  other  images  than  those 
accumulating  wealth,  and  his  consequent 
marriage  with  his  loved  Novola  presented. 
'^  Elevated  above  the  high  rocks  com-* 
manding  Hecca,  rose  the  cotton  grounds, 
\vhere  the  residence  of  Novola's  aged  mo- 
ther was  situated.  No  breeze  ruffled  the 
deep,  but  the  anxious  countenance  of  her 
child  expressed  fear  or  hope.  The  favor- 
ing wind,  whose  soft  airs  lifted  her  veil  as 
she  spun  the  produce  of  her  trees  under 
the  awning  Lascari  had  extended,  drew 
her  eye  to  every  swiftly  passing  sperinare 
The  less  frequent  storm,  driving  the  surge 
to  the  deep  caverns  below,  and  filling  her 
with  sounds  of  hollow  mourning,  bent  her 
before  the  sacred  image,  and  caused  the 
frequent  vow  of  offerings  to  the  distant 
u3 
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church  of  Saffra. — Twas  there  the  aged 
Udoha  had  been  given  by  iier  parents  in 
marriage  ;  *  and  there,  my  child,'  would 
she  say,  '  I  would  beblovv  you  on  Lasca- 
ri,   when  he  tan  maintain  you.' 

'*  Novola  listened,  and  all  her  prayers 
and  vows  were  to  St.  Saffra. 

''  The  storms,  whose  raging  fury  filled 
the  anxious  mistress  of  Lascari  with  fear, 
but  seldom  visited  her  happy  island.  More 
frequent  were  the  lulling  calms,  on  which 
her  imagination  reposed  the  breeze  that 
wafted  home  lier  lover's  bark.  Soon  as 
her  anxious  gaze  recognized  the  known 
original,  the  silken  pennant  that  gaily 
fluttered  in  the  auspicious  gale,  she  flew 
down  the  steep  and  shelving  rocks,  and 
-with  extended  arms  awaited  the  arrival  of 
the  vessel  in  the  creek. 

The  companion  of  Lascari  knew  his 
love;  and  no  sooner  did  they  espy  the 
joyful  Novola,  than  gaily  dismissing  him 
to  her  embrace,  they  anchored  to  the  mu- 
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sic  of  their  songs,  as  lie  led  her  home. 
— Every  part  of  Udolias  mansion  was 
stored  with  the  gifts  of  Lascari's  voyage.^ 
They  were  dear  to  Novola,  for  they  marked 
the  succession  of  joy  to  anxiety,  by  their 
varieties.  Baskets  of  curious  workman- 
ship, Greek  spindles,  the  slippers  of  the 
Levant,  and  its  gaily  coloured  handker- 
cJiiefs,  all  told  of  respective  voyages  and 
their  happy  return. 

Novola  remembered  when,  as  she  lean^ 
ed  her  blushing  cheek  on  Lascari's  shoul- 
der, he  had  htted  the  tinselled  slipper  of 
Scio  to  her  delicate  feet,  or  prest  on  the 
yielding  wax  of  her  white  arm  the  basket 
of  Zante. — Removing  the  veil  from  her 
locks,  he  would  playfully  cover  their  lux- 
uriance with  the  snowy  turban  of  a  Greek 
girl,  and  praise  strange  beauty  to  kiss  away 
her  jealous  tear ;  till  perceiving  the  arti- 
fice, Novola  ran  to  the  arms  of  her  mo* 
ther  with  counterfeited  anger, 
h4 
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**Thus  a  few  years,  embracing  the  anxi- 
eties of  attachment,  its  fears,  joys,  and 
^sportive  follies  were  spent  by  the  lovers  ; 
the  moment  approached  of  their  union. — 
*  Novola  is  sixteen,'  urged  Lascari ;  *I 
am  even  three  years  older ;  consent  to  our 
marriage,  Udclia,  ere  age  steal  upon 
youth.' — *  Another  voyage,'  replied  the 
matron  ;  'then  demand  your  bride.' 

**  The  felucca  spread  its  dyed  canvass 
for  the  Levant,  fi eighted  with  the  collect- 
ed riches  of  the  village.  Novola  received 
the  parting  kiss  of  her  lover,  heard  him 
Avhisper  her  tenderly  to  weave  her  nuptial 
garment;  and  turning  to  her  home,  pre- 
pared from  cotton  of  various  dyes  the 
graceful  sash,  to  deck  the  costume  of  her 
>mariner. 

**  Day  had  just  sunk  its  resplendent  glo- 
ries in  the  ocean,  as  the  eye  of  Novola 
caught  Lascari's  returning  sail.  For  the 
first  time  she  hastened  not  to  meet  it.  In 
vain  Udolia  urged    her   to  repair   to  the 
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creek,   reminded  her  the  nuptial  hour  ap- 
proached.    It  was  the  latter  thought  that 
restrained  the  virgin's    step,     that  buried 
her  glowing  cheek  in  a  mother's  bosom. — 
AYhilst  yet  at  sea  the  companions  of  her 
lover  had  decked  his  bark  in   her  honor  ; 
around  snowy  cotton  drapery  formed   the 
Avails,    and   awning  hung   with    lanterns, 
under  whose  recess  the  eldest  of  the    sai- 
lors tuned    tlieir    niandolines.     The  crew, 
arrayed  in  white   dresses  fastened   by  co- 
loured girdles,  already  formed  the  ring  of 
their    national    dance. — As    their     vessel 
glided   into   port,  their  sisters  and  wives^ 
surrounding  Novola,    led   her   by  moon- 
light toxne  festive  scene  ;  where,  encircled 
by  the  arms  of  La^cari,  she  led  the  mazes 
of  the    dance.     The    musicians,     ia    the 
pauses,    sung    recitatives     of    extempore 
verse;    and.:. ttjerjciies   of:industry,  and 
the  reward  of  marriage, .  \yere  the  theme. 
/'  Moruipg dawned  on  Udolia;S  cpitage, 
«5 
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as  Laseari  there  received  the  kiss  of  his 
affianced  bride,  and  left  her  to  repose, 
ere  the  marriage  procession  proceeded  to 
Saffra. — '  Take  this,  Novola/  said  he, 
presenting  an  embroidered  veil ;  *  'tis  the 
j)urchase  and  gift  of  a  lover.  May  the 
saints  guard  and  bless  your  slumbers.' 

*'  Novola  entered  her  abode.  The 
aged  Udolia,  whom  the  elder  villagers  had 
visited,  fatigued  by  tlie  garrulity  of  their 
joy,  had  sunk  into  calm  slumber.  Her 
daughter  kissed  her  forehead  gently,  and 
retired  to  her  chamber.  Foldmg  the  veil 
Laseari  had  given  her,  she  placed  it  in  her 
bosom ;  and  breathing  a  soft  prayer  for 
the  donor,  resigned  herself  to  repose. 

**  Laseari  rejoining  his  companions,  dis- 
coursed with  them  of  the  voyage.  Each 
spoke  of  advantageous  purchases,  the  in- 
tended gift  of  love,  or  private  gain. 

**  *  St.  Paulo  preserve  us  from  another 
trip  to  Cyprus,'  said  an  old  mariner,  who 
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had  hitherto  been  silent,  *  I  had  nearly 
purchased  from  the  Turks  what  would 
have  depopulated  Hecca.  Though  the 
plague  has  not  been  among  them  for  some 
time,  a  species  of  fever  almost  as  deadly 
rages  on  the  vvestern  side;  and  the  hard- 
hearted and  avaricious  villiains  bring  the 
clothes  of  the  deceased  daily  round  for 
sale.  I  was  nearly  tempted  to  purchase  a 
veil,'  continued  the  sailor,  '  but  was  de- 
terred by  some  conversation  I  overheard 
amongst  the  Turkish  venders.' 

" Xascari  felt  a  deadly  sickness  pervade 
Lis  frame.  He  panted,  and  sunk  almost 
without  sense  on  the  shoulder  of  the 
speaker.  Recovering  slowly  by  the  at- 
tentions of  his  companions,  who  suspected 
not  the  cause  of  his  disorder,  he  led  Gui- 
allimo  to  the  extent  of  the  vessel ;  and 
grasping  him  with  the  clasp  of  a  drowning 
man,  bade  him  describe  that  veil,  of  which 
he  had  spoken-w-tbat  Turk,  whose  olFer  he 

had  refused, 

nS 
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^'  Alarmed  at  his  words,  the  mariner 
ealled  to  his  companions.  '  Fear  not  for 
yourselves,'  cried  Lascari ;  *  never  has  the 
fatal  gift  left  my  breast  till  the  moment  I 
bestowed  it  on  my  Novola '— '  Novola!^ 
exclaimed  the  sailors,  '  then  all  is  lost ; 
to  sea!  to  sea  !  our  lives  will  pay  the  for- 
feit should  we  remain  longer.'  *  Pro- 
ceed in  your  intention,'  cried  the  lover ; 
*  I  reii;iain  ;  do  you  not  know  I  am  ex- 
pected at  St.  SafFra  ?'  tears  gushed  from 
his  eyes,  and  almost  fainting,  he  gained 
the  shore;  self  preservation  steeled  the 
hearts  of  those  who  had  so  lately  rejoiced 
with  him  ;  no  arm  was  extended  to  sup^ 
port  him — every  hand  recoiled  from  the 
pressure  he  would  unconsciously  havg 
given. 

"  Hope  hovers  even  round  the  steps  of 
death.  *  Sbe  may  not  have  kissed  it — not 
pressed  it  to  her  heart,'  said  Lascari,  as 
he  speeded  to  Udoiia's  cottage;  recollec- 
tion recalled }  'twas  thus  she  was  wont  to 
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consecrate  his  gifts,  and  maddening  at  his 
fears  he  pressed  onward ;  the  infection 
was  in  his  veins,  but  the  approach  of  dis- 
ease were  unheeded  in  the  agony  of  his 
apprehension  for  one  far  dearer. 

^'  A  dead  silence  reigned  around,  as 
wildly  calling  for  admittance,  he  aroused 
the  sleeping  matron  from  her  couch.'* 

*  Is  it  thus  you  clann  your  bride,  my 
son,'  cried  Udoha  ;.  *  where  are  your  com- 
panions, the  bridegroom's  attendants,  and 
the  songs  of  your  musicians.."' 

*  Fled  !  —  silenced  !'  —  exclaimed  I^s- 
cari,  in  agony,    '  lead  me  to  my  bride.' 

*'  Snatching  the  lamp,  u  hose  rays  min- 
gled \^ith  the  streaming  light  darting 
through  the.  closed  lattices,  he  approached 
the  inner  chamber. 

^'  Novola  lay  extended  on  her  couch, 
her  respiration  quick,  and  already  the 
tainted  blood  flushed  her  heated  cheek. 
La-cari  saw  with  dismay  his  gift ;  snatch- 
ing it  from   the  fair  breast  on   which,  it 
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was  folded,  he  consigned  it  to  the  flnme 
of  the  lamp,  watching  every  progress  of 
its  decay  with  anxious  and  fearful  earnest- 
ness. 

**  Novola  opened  her  heavy  eye^  she 
stretched  her  hand  towards  him,  and  in  a 
voice,  whose  altered  tones  struck  the  lover 
with  dismay,  exclaimed — *  Go  we  to  St. 
Saffra,  Lascari  ?' 

*  We  do,  Novola,'  answered  the  ago-* 
nized  lover,  ^  we  approach  together  its  sa- 
cred edifice,  never  ta  be  separated,  never 
attain  lo  know  sorrow.' 

'*  The  aged  Udolia  watched  over  her 
children  many  days;  disease  rioted  on 
bloom  and  beauty,  but  entered  not  her 
withered  veins ;  she  saw  the  vision  die 
away  that  charmed  her  age,  still  her  heart 
refused  to  break ;  encouraged  by  the  ma- 
tron, the  villagers  of  Hecca  bore  the 
lovers  to  the  grave;  from  their  clay  no 
taint  arose  to  deprive  of  life  the  friend 
they  had  loved,  the  age  they  bad  revered^ 
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or  the  infancy  they  had  fondled.  Death 
seemed  satiated,  and  slumbered  on  the 
bier. 

**  The  fearful  and  trembling  mariners, 
when  they  ventured  to  return,  were  met 
by  their  mourning  families. 

*  We  are  in  safety/  exclaimed  they, 
*  but  Lascari  and  Novola  rest  in  St.  Saf- 
fra.' " 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

*•   But  thee  I've  surely  known— 
**  For  t'  ere  is  somtnvhat  in  that  voice  and  form- 
**  Which  ht  atartned  my  soul  to  recollection  j 
**  But  'lis.a  dr^am,  aiul.mocks  myreach.'* 

liiK  Strangers  now  pursued  their  way 
to  Zehiiry;  the  tolerably  extensive  town 
affords  little  worthy  remark,  but  its  envi- 
rons are  rich  with  grottos  and  njonasteries;. 
it  was  durin,!^  a  visit  to  the  alabaster  quar- 
ries, to  the  westward  of  Zebury,  that  the 
strangers  had  an  opportunity  of  viewing 
one  of  the  finest  convents  in  Goza  ;  the 
gentlemen  admiring  the  beauty  of  some 
pillars,  lying  near  the  entrance  of  the 
works,  were  told  the  finest  were  in  posses- 
sion of  the  monks  of  St.  Gregory,  whose 
convent  lay  but  a  short  distance  from  the 
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quarries  ;  thither  the  party  proceeded,  and 
as  they  approached  the  edifice,  were  great- 
ly struck  with  the  beauty  of  the  architec- 
ture, and  the  portico  of  neat  and  simple 
elegance ;  the  cloisters  extended  on  each 
side,  the  arches  turned  with  flowers,  wliose 
stems  ascended  from  large  vases  of  marble. 
Springs  are  abundant  in  every  part  of  the 
island,  and  here  they  rose  in  a  variety  of 
fountains,  that  bestowed  freshness  on  the 
natural  ornaments  of  the  arcades,  under 
whose  foliaged  shade  the  monks  sat  con- 
versing, or  absorbed  in  devout  study. 
Yelena,  enquiring  for  the  prior,  ob- 
tained admission  for  the  strangers,  and 
Pere  Eustache  finding  the  females  of  the 
party  weie  English,  waved  in  their  favor 
the  ungallant  custom  of  the  habit,  and 
politely  accompanied  them  through  every 
part  of  the  convent  he  judged  likely  to  in- 
terest their  cuiiosity.  The  pleasuie  with 
which  the  party  surveyed  the  interior  of 
the  convent,  was  quickly  interrupted  by 
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the  illness  of  Lord  Roseville,  who,  catch- 
ing the  arm  of  Manly,  uas  prevented 
from  falling  by  his  support ;  on  recovering 
some  time  after,  he  found  himself  laid  on 
a  couch,  and  attended  by  his  faithful  ser- 
vant Velcna,  and  two  of  the  monks ;  he 
had  been  bled,  and  whilst  Colonel  Cleve- 
land accompanied  the  ladies  to  a  house  in 
the  neighbourhood,  every  means  had  been 
employed  for  his  restoration.  Roseville's 
ill  St  enquiry  was  for  the  ladies. 

**  The  colonel,  my  lord,  as  you  aue  to 
stay  here  till  your  recovery,  is  gone  with 
them  in  search  of  an  abode  in  the  vicinity 
of  the  convent.  Indeed,"  said  he,  ap- 
proaching nearer,  and  whispering,  though 
all  around  were  ignorant  of  his  language, 
**  I  believe,  my  lord,,  he  was  anxious  to  re- 
move the  agitations  of  Lady  Ellen  from  tha 
observation  of  the  monks." 

The  colour  that  had  forsaken  the  cheeks 
of  Roseville  returned — "  Lady  Ellen,"  ex- 
claimed he,  "  was  she  agitated  by  my  ilU. 
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ness  ?  I  feel  already  better,  Manly,  already 
well." 

The  elder  monk,  observing  Roseville  at- 
tempted to  fise,  restrained  him;  and  V^ 
lena,  with  the  earnestness  of  a  tViend,  was 
remonstratintj  with  the  invalid  on  his  un- 
seasonable  exertion,  when  the  colonel  en- 
tered. *'  My  dear  Rost'vilie,"  exclaimed 
he,  grasping  his  hand,  "you  have  greatly 
alarmed  us.  The  ladies  dread  the  church 
at  SatFra,  and  will  be  in  misery  till  I  send 
them  the  opinion  of  this  worthy  father,'* 
turning  to  the  physician  of  the  convent^ 
who  sat  by  the  couch. 

*'  The  heat  occassioned  a  slight  return 
of  indisposition,"  said  Roseviile — '*I  have 
no  malady,  but  a  slight  cessation  from  fa- 
tigue will  overcome  ;  and  in  ihis  my  kind 
attendant  confirais  me.  Lei  me  not,  I 
beseech  you,  interfere  with  your  tour — I 
will  follow  as  soon  as  my  health  permits." 

*'  Can  you  think  thus  ungenerously  of 
our  friendship  ?"'  exclaimed  Colonel  Cleve- 
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land — ''  Be  assured  we  shall  remain  with 
you.  As  I  could  not  expect  the  Priors 
complaisance  w^ould  extend  to  the  ladies, 
I  have  engaged  a  pleasant  cottage  within 
view  of  your  window.  Velena  could  not 
be  persuaded  to  leave  you,  for  the  post  I 
would  have  assigned  him ;  my  short  ab- 
sence has  therefore  been  a  matter  of  ne- 
cessity." 

Roseville  extended  his  hand  to  Velena; 
The  youth  received  it  with  aifection,  and 
both  felt,  in  the  same  instant,  the  coolness 
of  the  last  week  obliterated.  Lady  Ellen's 
incautious  expressions  had  made  her  friends 
acq u'dinted  with  the  state  of  her  heart ;  but 
both  the  colonel  and  his  lady  had  too 
much  delicacy  to  notice  the  unguarded 
words  she  had  uttered.  In  a  moment  of 
distress,  iinding  her  fears  with  regard  to  the 
malady  of  Roseville  groundless,  and  that 
no  raillery  on  the  subject  assailed  her,  she 
partly  recovered  her  gaiety,  and  joined  her 
powers  of  pleasing  to  those  her  friend  ex- 
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erted  for  the  improvement  of  their  invahd. 
The  apartments  allotted  to  the  accommo- 
dation of  Lord  Rose\ilie,  in  PcreEustache, 
were  separated  from  the  main  body  of  the 
editice  by  a  small  court,  and  opened  to  the 
gardens,  at  who-e  extremity  stood  the  cot- 
tage  occupied  by  Mrs.  Cleveland  and  her 
friend.     The  little  party  usually  assembled 
in  a  room  opening  by  folding  doors   to  a 
view,    of    tlie    country.      The   monastery, 
situated  in  a  valley  whose  sweep  under  the 
iijouncdins  of  Merzone  terminated  vvith  the 
town  and  port  ot  Muzel  Bahar,  command- 
ed many  prospects  of  picturesque  beauty. 
The  superiority  of  Goza  to  Malta  in  point 
of  foliage,  i3  attributable  to  the  abundance 
of  its  springs;',  ^any  gush  forth    in   this 
pleasant  vall<?y  at  the  foot  of  the  hermit's 
cell,  or  the  p^sant's  cabin.     Velena,  who 
more  frequently  sought  the  society  of  the 
monks  than  liis  companions,  often  narrated 
their  tales  ot  ti ateliers  who  had  sought  the 
convent  from  either  the  gratification  of  cu. 
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riosity,  the  recovery  of  health,  or  some  re- 
ligious pennance  ;  the  sensation  of  mingled 
society,  the  tedious  hours  that  intervene 
even  with  the  most  devout,  render  the  in- 
habitants of  a  cloister  more  alive  to  tales 
of  wonder  than  any  other  class  of  men. 

In  return  for  the  adventures  Velena 
related  of  a  gayer  description,  the  monks 
narrated  many  favcrs  of  the  marvellous. 
These  he  repeated  for  the  amusement  of 
his  companions. 

One  day  when  Roseville  felt  able  to 
join  his  party  in  a  stroll  through  the  valley, 
the  young  foreigner  led  them  to  a  grotto, 
situated  nearly  in  its  centre,.;  entering  by 
a  narrow  passage,  they  found  themselves 
in  a  spacious  hall,  from  y^^  ose  fretted  roof, 
supported  by  a  single  pillar  of  enormous 
dimensions,  the  pendant  sttflactutes  hung 
in  variegated  colour  and  form  ;  two  pas- 
sages, apparently  leading  to  different  parts 
of  an  adjacent  mountain,  and  lighted  by 
small  apertures  in  the  roof,  branched  from 
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the  extreme  part  of  the  hall,  and  the  gen- 
tlemen would  have  pursued  one  of  the 
windings,  had  not  their  fair  companions 
deterred  them.  As  the  party  left  the 
narrow  entrance,  Velena  returned,  decla- 
ring his  beliel  one  of  the  cemiteres  led  by 
a  nearer  avenue  to  the  monastery. 

**  I  have  Ijea  d  ^tran^e  stories  of  this 
groito,  am  )n^  t  the  brethren,"  said  he, 
**  and  if  v\e  aie  permitted  to  sup  wiih  the 
ladies  at  their  cottage,  will  relate  them  for 
their  amusement."' 

Lady  Ellen  directed  Manly  to  gather 
fruit  and  flo^vers  for  the  petit  soupe,  and 
with  Rose\ille,  long  watched  the  njoon 
fro  n  the  casements  ere  Velena  returned  ; 
when  he  entered,  his  manner  uas  a^jitated 
and  perplexed,  though  repeatedly  ques- 
tioned as  t(>»his  long  stay,  the  subject 
seemed  such  as  he  would  willingly  have 
avoided 

"The  worthy  inhabitants  of  the  monas- 
tery have,  I  believe,  infected  you  with  the 
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superstitions  of  the  grotto,'*  cried  the 
colonel,  "  you  must  remember  a  promise 
so  lately  made,  and  relate  these  tales  of 
wonder — the  moon  shines  most  propiti- 
ously  for  the   raising  of  your   spirits.'* 

"  The  tales  of  which  you  speak  would 
have  made  little  impression  on  my  mind, 
but  for  a  circumstance  that  has  occurred 
to  me  since  I  left  you,"  said  the  youth; 
**  so  extraordinary,  as  to  induce  me  to 
question  the  senses  on  which  it  has  made 
so  awful  an  impression." 

**  I  have  been  unfortunate,"  observed 
Lady  Ellen,  trying  to  look  grave,  **  since 
no  ancient  of  days  has  appeared  to  me  in 
my  travels ;  I  might  have  reasonably  ex- 
pected at  Isola  a  complimentary  visit  from 
Ulysses,  and  at  Chios,  one  from  Homer ; 
but  I  trod  over  their  tombs  without  re- 
proof.** 

"  Lady  Ellen  amuses  herself  at  my  ex- 
pence,"  said  Vdena,    **  but  if  she  honors 
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tne  with  her  attention,  I  shall  endeavour 
to  explain  the  weakness  I  feel,  and  com- 
mence with  an  adventure  I  met  with  during 
the  stay  of  the  French  in  Goza.  Before 
I  relate  Pere  Jacome's  story,  both  of 
which,  from  a  singular  occurrence  that  has 
befallen  me  this  evening,  I  believe,  inti- 
mately connected  : — 

**  1  had  returned  nearly  a  year  from  my 
travels  when  the  French  became  possessed 
of  Goza.  The  transactions  that  led  to  that 
disgraceful  event,  in  the  history  of  the 
knights,  is  too  well  known,  for  one  who 
deeply  deplores  their  treachery,  to  dilate 
on  it;  in  addition  to  apprehensions  for 
those  connected  with  me  in  blood,  I  had 
to  mourn  the  sorrow  of  a  friend,  com- 
pared with  whose  feelings,  mine  were  but 
the  evils  of  an  hour  ;  the  name  of  this  un- 
fortunate youth  is  secret  to  my  bosom,  but 
his  virtues  I  can  delight  to  enumerate  ; 
possessed  of  the  keener  feelings  that  prompt 
excess  in  affection^  'twas  his  fate  to  expe- 

VOL.   IV.  I 
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rience  every  chilling  disappointment  in 
passion,  every  unnatural  return  to  duty; 
accomplished  in  his  manners,  elegant  in 
his  person,  born  to  affluence  and  rank, 
these  gifts  were  rendered  by  the  inscruta- 
ble ways  of  providence,  the  source  of  mis- 
fortune ;  the  charms  of  talent,  the  graces 
of  person,  paid  their  early  tribute  to 
the  shrine  of  love,  but  scarcely  had  the 
delightful  consciousness  of  mutual  affec- 
tion sparkled  in  the  lover's  eye,  and  warm- 
ed his  glowing  cheek,  than  a  fate  rushed 
in  between,  at  whose  approach,  nature 
revolted,  the  smiles  of  fortune,  its  riches, 
and  the  sounding  titles  of  ambitious  line- 
age but  graced  the  obsequies  of  happiness; 
he  fled  hither,  and  in  my  society  obtained 
comparative  quiet  over  the  storms  of  his 
youth  ;  the  lulling  calm  of  religion,  the 
steady  course  of  undeviating  principle, 
spread  with  healing  balm ;  an  intercourse 
with  his  relatives  he  declined.  *  It  is  only 
by  avoiding  recurrence  to  the  past,'  would 
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he  exclaim,  *  I  can  love  them  ;  every  tie, 
Self-broken,  why  should  they  triumph  over 
the  ruin  they  have  made  ;*  thus  was  my 
friend  situated,  when  a  convulsion,  more 
dreadful  than  ever  rose  its  rocks  from  the 
abyss  of  waters,  sunk  the  fame  of  our 
islands.  St.  Elmo,  from  whose  heights 
the  voice  of  victory  had  been  heard  by 
our  fathers,  dropt  its  cross  at  the  feet  of 
perfidy.  St.  Angel o,  the  conquering  city, 
round  whose  base  the  waves  of  other  tides 
had  mingled  with  Mahometan  blood, 
basely  unfolded  her  gates  of  strength, 
extended  her  arms  of  treachery.  Goza 
fell  at  the  enervating  sound,  and  shared 
the  common  fate  !  How  many  in  her  bo- 
som retired  from  the  tumult  of  invasion 
and  riot  to  their  despoiled  mansions,  and 
deeply  ruminated  on  their  disgrace !  I 
gazed  on  my  venerable  parents,  my  bloom- 
ing sisters,  and  awaited  with  chilling  ex- 
pectation of  some  dreadful  event — the 
moment  when  otir  retirement  should  be 
IS 
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invaded,  and  a  haughty  foe  exert  the  power 
the  apostacy  of  my  unworthy  countrymen 
had  placed  in  his  hands  !  How  agonizing 
were  the  feelings  of  my  friend  ;  I  could 
look  on  my  relatives  Avithout  accusation; 
the  guilty  fame  of  his  pursued  him  when 
the  hand  of  friendship  was  held  out  to  him 
by  the  Frenchman,  who  claimed  the  com- 
mand of  Fort  Meggiano,  and  amity  vowed 
for  the  sake  of  those,  at  whose  mention  the 
youth  recoiled;  he  silently  turned  away, 
and  shut  himself  from  the  observation  ; 
a  few  days  after  I  received  a  letter,  con- 
taining nearly  the  following  words  : — 

*  Your  friend>hip,  Velena,  has  beguiled 

tine  of  many  hours  of  sorrow  ;  shall  I  then 

forsake,  voluntarily,  your  society,   without 

vcknowledging  it  to  have  been   the  solace 

)f    misfortunes,     the  charm  of  despair? 

hat  your   calmer  reason  has  often    saved 

ne  from  myself.     O  Velena,  the  pangs  of 

•sappointed   love,    though  that  love  were 

J-.e  first,  the  last,   of   youth — the   hatred 


THE  MALTESE  PORTRAIT.  \Tf 

of  relatives,  ihougb  extending  to  the  de- 
privation of  all  tlie  heart  placed  value  on, 
are  light  to  this  last  si  rake,  more  distress- 
ing, because  more,  disagreeable.  Can  I, 
my  friend,  remain,  for  scorn  to  mark  my 
path,  or  infirmUy,  more  dreaded,  till  vil- 
lainy claim  kindred  ? — better  I  fly  from 
every  haunt  where  the  father's  name  is  re- 
membered, from  every  friend  once  dear  to 
the  son.' 

"  My  friend,"  continued  Velena,  "  disr 
appeared,  nor  could  my  most  diligent  en- 
quiry, or  personal  search,  ever  trace  him. 
During  the  stay  of  the  French  in  Goza 
I  remained  with  my  family  in  seclusion, 
near  Chala,  our  residence  in  Chambray 
being  converted  into  barracks.  Whenever 
occasion  called  us  to  any  other  part,  the 
conveyance  of  a  boat  was  preferred  by  my 
fathe-,  to  traversing  the  island,  at  the  risk 
of  encountering  the  insolence  of  the  mili- 
tary, stationed  at  its  out-posts ;  on  ^one 
of  these  excursions,  as  our  boatmen  conr 
13 
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veyed  us  from  Rasel  Cala  to  the  Port  of 
Paul,  their  conversation  awoke  an  interest, 
that,  when  satisfied,  but  too  fatally  con- 
firmed my  belief  of  my  unfortunate  friend 
having  fallen  a  victim,  either  to  his  o'vn 
despair,  or  tha  indignation  excited  in  his 
enemies  by  the  expressions  of  his  zeal, 
*  Last  year,  Seignor,'  said  the  elder  of  the 
boatmen,  *  landing  one  night  under  the 
caverns  of  Port  St.  Paul,  I  perceived  by 
the  gleams  of  the  moon,  some  glittering 
object  lying  on  the  sand,  and,  supposing 
I  had  found  one  of  the  coins,  Seignor, 
about  which  strangers  are  so  curious,  I 
picked  it  up  and  discovered  a  cross  of  St. 
John  ;  when  morning  broke,  traces  of 
blood  were  visible  from  the  sea  to  the 
height  above,  but  as  the  islands  had  been 
just  given  up,  Signori,  I  was  afraid  to 
trace  it  further,  and  have  preserved  the 
jewel  carefully,  as  afraid  now  of  being  sus- 
pected of  concern  in  the  murder  of  a 
knight,   as  I  had  been  before  to  avow  the 
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honor  I  felt  here,  Signorl,'  cried  he,  taking 
it  from  his  breast ;  *  my  wife,  who  beheves 
the  possession  of  it  will  brinjz  us  in  trouble, 
has  importuned  me  to  cast  it  into  the 
ocean,  but  I  had  better  bestow  it  on  one  by 
whom  it  would  be  revered,  and  whom  I 
do  not  believe  will  suspect  me  of  treachery 
in  obtaining-  it.' 

*'  I  look  the  cross  from  Murso's  hand, 
and  from  marks  known  to  me,  recognized 
it  t©  be  the  same  my  friend  had  used  to 
wear.'*^ 

''  Surely,"  cried  Roseville  eagerly,  '*  you 
speak  of  Portia's  cross^  and  the  friend  you 
lament  was  Julio." 

Velena  gazed  on  him  with  a  surprise, 
which  was  quickly  dissipated  by  a  recital 
of  the  interest  all  present  bore  in  the  fate 
of  the  lovers. 

*'  My  friend  has  been  guessed  by  you,'' 
said    he   mournfully,    "  but  no  hope  re- 
mains that  Portia  will  ever  hail  his  return. 
JExcited  by  the  stories  related  at  the  con- 
I  4 
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vent  of  the  adjacent  grotto,  I  was  tempted 
to  remain  this  evening  after  you  had  left 
it,  and  followed  some  time  the  intricacies 
of  its  branchings;  suddenly  a  figure  passed 
me,  whose  recollected  but  altered  form 
filled  me  with  amazement.  It  gazed  on 
me  an  instant,  then  uttering  some  inlie- 
i^tX^J^  exclamation,  seemed  to  vanish  ;  no 
invisible  spring  appeared  for  mortal  de- 
parture, and  I  returned  with  the  im- 
pression of  an  unquiet  spirit,  unconsoled 
by  masses,  u;iexpiated  by  religious  ob- 
servances, wandering  in  shades,  or  ap- 
pearing IQ  demand  of  fiendship,  those 
rites  murderers  denied.  Dear  Julio,"  ex- 
claimed the  youth,  raising  his  eyes,  "  if 
such  can  secure  repose^ — receive  it  from 
Velena  1" 
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CHAPTER  XIII 


**  H'  a  'n  is  watchfal  o'er  its  worshippers, 
"  And  blasts  the  murderer's  purpose." 

A  •  Vtlena  related  his  story,  his  auditors 
were  variously  affected.  The  difference  of 
faith  prevented  the  superstitions  of  the  fo- 
reigner  from  communicating  themselves  to 
their  thouglits ;  but  fears  that  Julio  liad 
perished  arose  equally  in  their  bosoms, 
and  they  could  only  believe  Velena  had 
allowed  imagination,  worked  up  by  soli- 
tude, and  the  remembrance  of  remarkable 
incidents  attached  to  the  pla£e,  to  over- 
come judgment. 

Roseville's    health    prevented   Velena's 
recital  of  the  stories  of   the  convent,   re- 
specting the  miraculous  grotto,  that  night.: 
15 
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but  on  the  following  morning,  seating  them- 
selves under  the  shade  of  spreading  fig- 
trees,  at  whose  feet  a  clear  stream  wan- 
dered among  the  flowers  of  the  garden, 
the  party  requested  him  to  acquaint  them 
in  what  respect  the  relation  of  the  Brothers 
of  the  Convent  corresponded  with  the  par- 
ticulars he  had  communicated  respecting 
his  unfortunate  friends. 

'*  You  may  have  observed,"  said  Vele- 
na,  "  I  have  attached  myself  to  an  old 
monk,  whose  attention  to  Lord  Roseville 
first  brought  him  to  my  intimacy.  It  has 
been  my  custom,  ere  our  party  assembled 
in  the  morning,  to  walk  with  him  some 
distance  into  the  country,  discoursing  on 
such  topics  as  the  objects  around  gave 
rise  to.  It  is  some  days  since,  the  path  we 
had  taken  leading  to  the  grotto,  he  related 
to  me  the  following  occurrence,  which  I 
shall  repeat  in  his  words  — '  About  the 
period  when  the  French  became  possessors 
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of  St.  Angelo  and  Goza,  the  peaceful  in- 
hd!)ilantb  of  our  convent,  in  hourly  ap- 
prefiension  of  some  violence,  offered  up 
nightly  prayeis  to  St  Paulo,  to  avert  from 
our  secluded  valley  the  dangers  of  arms 
and  the  ravages  of  impiety.  During  the 
celebration  of  midnight  service,  our  de- 
votions were  one  nighl  loudly  interrupted 
by  the  piercing  voices  of  supplicating  dis- 
tress. Dreading  some  stratagem,  in  times 
so  dangerous,  the  Prior  for  the  first  time 
hesitated  in  affording  aid.  Shortly,  the 
repeated  calls  for  admission  died  away,, 
and  the  porter,  as  he  advanced  nearer  the 
gate,  more  effectually  to  secure  its  fasten- 
ing, heard  plainly  the  low  moans  of  a  dy- 
ing man.  At  his  report,  the  Prior  lost  all 
consideration  of  safety  in  the  impulse  of 
compassion;  and  leading  to  the  entrance 
of  the  monastery,  with  his  own  hands  re- 
moved the  bars  intervening  between  the 
sufferer  and  aid. — The  light  of  our  torches 
afforded  us  a  pitiable  spectacle.  On  the 
16 
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steps  of  the  portico,  stained  with  the  red 
current  thttt  flowed  from  his  gapintv  wounds, 
lay  a  aian  whose  dress  denoted  him  of 
rank.  Life  seemed  departing  from  his 
quivering  lips,  and  by  no  sign  or  word 
could  he  reply  to  our  expressions  of  pity. 
In  vain  w^e  looked  around  for  those  who 
had  brought  him  to  the  convent,  and 
whose  voices  had  lately  resounded  through 
the  echoes  of  the  monastery.  No  one  ap- 
peared; and  the  unhappy  object,  thus  de- 
sertedj.  seeraed  wholly  thrown  on  our  com- 
miseration. 

*^  He  was  carefully  removed  to  a  cham- 
ber, and  his  wounds  examined  by  the 
most  skilful  of  our  monks,  who  continued 
during  many  weeks  to  use  the  same  reme- 
dies for  his  recovery,  as  if  they  were  in- 
spired with  the  hope  of  it,  and  not  without 
the  cure  was  tedious.  It  was,  contrary 
to  the  belief  of  all  around  him,  at  length 
accomplished. 

**  During;  his  long  illness,  the  stranger. 
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though  affected  to  tears  as  he  spo!ve  of  his 
ohh^ations  to  the  brethren,  bv  no  word  or 
hint  gave  as  an  insight  into  the  causes  of 
his  wounds,  or  the  manner  in  which  he 
had  been  conveyed  to  our  porta].  The 
extent  of  our  knowledge  of  himself  con- 
sisted in  this  ;  that  he  was  a  Maltese,  and 
had  espoused  the  cause  of  the  faith  against 
the  apostate  brethren  of  St.  John. 

"  Oil  his  regaining  sufhcient  strength 
to  use  exercise  for  the  complete  re-esta- 
blishment of  his  health,  he  was  wont  to 
walk  amongst  the  most  secluded  parts  of 
the  valley  ;  and  once,  on  my  return  from 
the  confession  of  a  dying  peasant  in  the 
adjoining  casai,  I  saw  him  emerge  from 
the  narrow  entrance  of  the  grotto  ;  but 
on  beholding  my  approach,  shrunk  back 
to  its  seclusion  with  the  marks  of  a  guilty 
fear.  As  the  tranquillity  of  our  order  in 
those  days  depended  on  our  appearing  of 
no  party,  and  the  possessors  of  the  island 
had  contented  themselves  with  levying  a 
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Goiilribution»  without  obliuing  us  to  aban* 
don  our  altars,  I  thoufrht  it  niv  dutv  to 
apprize  the  Prior  of  the  su&picion  I  at- 
tached to  our  guest,  dreadinor  the  reward 
of  our  care  mi!];ht  be  an  involvement  with 
the  ruling  power. 

V  On  the  return  of  the  strancrer,  the 
good  Eustache  leading  him  into  the  refec- 
tory, where  the  monks  were  assembled, 
thus  addressed  him :  *  It  is  now  four 
months  since  you  have  been  admitted  to 
the  services  of  our  compassion.  Your 
appearance  marked  by  mysterious  circum- 
stance, would  have  warranted  our  refusal, 
of  your  admission,  during  times  when  the 
utmost  caution  was  necessary  to  avert  the 
advances  of  a  licentious  soldiery  to  our 
altars.  I  appeal  to  your  own  bosom,  your 
expressions  of  gratitude,  and  the  sensibi- 
lity of  our  care,  you  have  evinced,  for 
confirmation,  how  thus  situated,  the  bre- 
thren of  our  holy  house  received,  cherish- 
<cd,  and  restored  you, — The  enquiries,  na"*- 
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tural  from  men,  to  whom  you  had  been 
thus  mysteriously  consigned,  were  re- 
pressed, till  returning  health  should  have 
allowed  you  to  intrust  us  wiih  your  confix 
dence.  It  has  been  unaccountably  with- 
held ;  and  added  to  this  your  conduct  in 
other  points^  awakens  suspicion.  Your 
health  no  longer  calls  for  our  attention; 
with  our  prayers  for  your  welfare,  accept 
a  sum  to  enable  you  to  defray  the  expence 
of  your  departure  from  Goza/ 

**  The  stranger  seemed  greatly  affected. 
Grasping  Eustache  by  the  hand,  he  ex- 
claimed, *  The  times,  good  and  venerable 
man,  prompt  the  conduct  of  us  both  ; 
but  rest  assured,  my  bosom  shall  never 
lose  its  grateful  remembrance  of  what  I. 
owe  the  brethren  of  your  holy  house.  I 
swear,'  cried  he,  lifting  up  his  eyes  with 
solemn  expression,  *  did  not  the  safety  of 
another,  far  dearer  than  self,  actuate  me, 
no  secret  of  my  life  should  remain   un- 
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revealed  ;  but  I  am  bound,  by  every  tie> 
to  use  every  caution — Your  offer,  pious 
Eustache,  can  only  be  accepted  in  part* 
Bestow  on  me  your  prayers;  but  in  your 
proffer  of  money,  be  assured,  you  mistake 
both  the  occasion  and  tlje  man.' 

**  Assuming  a  look  of  uncommon  dig- 
nily  as  he  spoke,  the  stranger  bade  us 
farewclL  Eustache  suffered  no  one  to 
follow  his  steps,  and  some  time  elapsed 
ere  we  again  heard  of  him.  It  was  in  a 
way  calculated  greatly  to  shock  us  :  a 
corpse  halving,  been  brought  some  distance, 
to  be  deposited  in  the  church  of  the  con- 
vent, at  the  desire  of  the  deceased.  We 
received  the  cofiin  closed  ;  the  state  of  the 
body  was  alledged  by  the  bearers  as  the 
reason  of  aberration  from  the  usual  cus- 
toms. When  the  name  was  given  to  the 
Prior,  his  countenance  expressed  much 
concern.  '  The  unfortunate  stranger  we 
sheltered  is  no  more/  exclaimed  he,  'doubt- 
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less  the  wounds  he  had  received  caused  his 
final  dissolution.' 

*'  We  advanced  round  the  coffin,  on 
which  was  en^^raven  Xavire,  the  name  he 
had  home  whilst  under  the  roof  of  our 
house,  and  in  care  which  we  had  believed 
fully  restorative  to  health.  The  unforiu- 
nate  wanderer  was  deposited  that  evening 
in  the  church  of  the  monastery,  and  aiass- 
held  over  his  remains. 

"  It  was  two  months  after  the  funeral 
of  Xavire,  that  passing  from  a  i>eighbour- 
ing  village  to  mv  convent,  the  darkness  of 
night  overtook  my  steps,  ere  I  could  gain 
more  than  the  centre  of  the  valley.  A 
crowd  of  unpleasant  reflections  crossed  my 
mind ;  tlje  poor  wretch  I  had  confessed 
had  disclosed  the  secrets  of  a  heart  fraught 
with  crimes,  and  doubtless,  at  the  moment 
was  passing  the  awful  boundary  of  eternity. 
Gently  muttering  a  prayer,  I  proceeded 
on  my  way,  the  ruggedness  of  my  path 
frequently  occasioning  me  to    halt;    and 
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Straining  my  eyes  through  the  gloom,  en- 
deavoured to  discern  my  way.  Suddenly 
the  !ays  of  a  lamp  broke  on  the  darkness; 
I  hailed  its  approach,  in  the  hope  I  had 
encountered  one  of  the  peasants  of  the 
iipighbourhood,  who  would  willingly  ac- 
coujpany  me  to  the  convent.  But  as  I 
raised  my  eyes  tuwards  the  flame,  my  hair 
rose,  and  tvery  trembling  limb  seemed 
stiffened  and  rooted  to  the  spot.  As  I 
breathe,  and  grasp  this  consecrated  rosary, 
the  dead  stemed  to  pass  before  me,  Vele- 
na. — Tiie  stranger,  Xavire,  whose  body 
rotted  in  the  vaults  of  the  monastery, 
over  whose  remains  the  masses  of  the 
church  had  been  held,  pale  and  ghastly, 
gazed  an  instant  on  me  and  vanished. 

"  In  the  recesses  of  the  grotto,  trem- 
bling, my  aged  limbs  scarce  supported  me 
to  the  monastery,  where,  relating  the  ap- 
parition I  had  witnessed,  one  of  the  bro- 
thers added  to  the  awful  impression  my. 
discoarse  made,  by  declaring  that  the  vil^ 
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iagers,  whose  gardens  lay  near  the  grotto, 
refrained  from  visiting  it  after  night,  de- 
terred by  sounds  of  lamentation  and  lights 
frequently  seen  among  the  rocks  near  its 
entrance. 

"  The  mind  of  Xavire  was,  doubtless, 
greatly  disturbed,"  continued  the  monk. 
**  Often  whilst  with  us,  lie  has  been  i'eard 
to  pace  his  room  during  the  night,  utter- 
ing the  incoherent  exclamations  of  wretch- 
edness;  then,  regardless  of  night,  plunge 
into  darkness,  and  wander  about  the  envi- 
rons of  the  monastery,  as  one  who  would 
hide  himself  even  from  the  ken  of  self. 

*'  Spirits  unblessed  "  said  the  monk, 
*'  we  are  taught  to  believe,  wander  in  mi- 
sery awhile  below.  Heaven,  in  its  mercy, 
shortly  recall  Xavire  to  peace,"  cried  he, 
passing  the  grotto  rapidly,  and  devoutly 
crossing  him-elf. 

*'  This  is  the  monk*s  story,"  said  Vele- 
na  ;  "  and  were  I  to  relate  those  of  his 
brethren,  respecting  this  cavern  of  won- 
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ders,  you  would  believe  me,  in  describino> 
the  extraordinary  occurrence  I  have  my- 
self met  uithj  to  have  allowed  the  visions 
of  my  fancy  scope." 

'*  Doubtless,"  observed  Colonel  Cleve- 
land, ''  you  questioned  the  monk  as  to 
the  appearance  and  age  of  thi?  mysterioua 
stranger,  whom  I  perceive  you  apprehend 
to  be  your  lamented  friend." 

**  Never,"  cried  Velena,  *'for  never 
till  las<t  aight  did  the  suspicion  arise  that 
Xavire  and  Julio  were  one.'' 

Lord  Roseville  shortly  took  Velena 
aside  ;  and  leading  him  down  a  retired 
avenue  of  the  garden,  thus  addressed  him  : 
^^  I  perceive  the  mystery  of  the  grotte 
has  deeply  affbcted  you  ;  and  though  I 
partake  not  of  your  belief  or  of  the  monk's 
respecting  supernatural  agency,  I  have 
strong  interest  in  the  mystery's  being 
cleared,  and  offer  myself  to  be  your  com- 
p^nian  thither  to-nighto" 
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''  Are  you  serioas  ?"  said  Velena,  look- 
ing on  him  with  surprise. 

**  Perfectly  so  ;  but  I  entreat  our  in- 
tention may  be  secret  from  the  colonel. 
He  would  I  am  persuaded,  insist  on  ac- 
companying us ; 'and  for  the  ladies'  sake, 
this  must  not  be.  I  have  my  travelling 
pistols  with  me;  and,  doubtless,  for  the 
force  we  may  encounter,  these  will  suffice." 

Velena  hesitated  ;  he  felt  ashamed  of 
having  acknowledged  his  fears  to  one, 
whom  he  plainly  saw  attached  no  credit  tQ 
the  tale  of"  disemboditd  spirits  appearing, 
to  frig^:t  the  traveller  on  his  way»  or  har- 
row up  tlie  soul  of  friend-hip."' — Rose- 
ville  pressed,  and  \'eieiia  consented  to 
accompany  him. 

Under  pretence  of  fatigue,  Roseville  re- 
tired early.  The  situation  o!"  his  apart- 
ment favored  his  plan  ;  and  unobserved 
even  by  Maidy,  he  left  it  a  litde  b^^fore 
midnight;  and  joining  Velena,  both  tnuf- 
fied  up  in  tiieir  cloaks,  under  which  they 
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concealed  their  pistols  and  small  lanterns 
procured  from  the  cottage,  proceeded  to 
the  crrotto. 

The  moon,  just  rising  in  unsullied  ma- 
jesty, gave  an  appearance  to  the  rocks 
that  continually  startled  Velena.  The 
shining  fragments  seemed  to  advance  from 
the  shelter  of  the  dark  fig  and  hardy  aloe, 
and  assume  a  form  appalling  to  fancy. 

At  the  entrance  of  the  excavation  they 
paused.  All  was  silent,  save  the  turtle- 
dove, who,  disturbed  by  their  step,  plain- 
tively cooed,  and  was  answered  by  her 
mate.  They  now  advanced  their  lights  ; 
and  entering  through  the  narrow  entrance, 
reached  the  hall  scooped  out  through  the 
rock.  The  farther  parts  of  its  gloomy 
extent  were  hid  in  shadow  ;  and  the  ad- 
venturers paused,  in  uncertainty  respect- 
ing the  path  they  should  choose.  Two 
branchings  led  in  opposite  directions; 
and  after  some  hesitation,  they  proceeded 
to  the  left. — The  passage,  after  winding  a 
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eonsiderable  way,  suddenly  terminated  in 
a  wooden  door,  through  which  the  rays 
of  a  taper  darted  its  ligl  t. 

Velena,  hearing  a  low  sound  resembling 
the  voice  of  one  engaged  in  prayer,  ven- 
tured to  look  tlirough  the  apertures  of  the 
wood,  and  descried  a  man  kneeling  before 
a  crucifix. 

Lord  Roseville,  on  this  appearance, 
gentl  knocked  for  admis-ion;  and  a  ve- 
nerable hguie  opening  the  door,  by  di  aw- 
ing several  {)oUs  from  staples  chained  to 
the  rock,  surveyinji  them  with  astonish- 
ment, enquired  the  reason  of  their  appear- 
ance. 

It  was  not  till  he  repeated  the  quesiionj 
the  intruders  could  an.^wer  :  **  We  are  be- 
nighted in  the  valley,  and  request  per- 
mission to  repose  ourst  Ivts." 

The  strauirer  perceived,  though  Lord 
Rosev'lle  spoke  Italian  with  elegance,  that 
he  was  nn\  a  native. 

"  Do  I  addicss  an  Englishman?"  inter- 
rogated he. 
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He  was  answered  in  the  affirmative. 

**  Welconrje  then/'  said  the  stranger 
*'  to  all  my  poverty  can  bestow." 

*•  I  only  seek  rest,"  exclaimed  Lord 
Roseville,  who,  nearly  exhausted,  sunk  on 
a  bench  near  the  door  ;  vexed  at  having 
prompted  a  search,  that  evidently  caused 
the  venerable  man  considerable  anxiety. 

Velena's  eye  glanced  over  every  part  of 
the  vaulted  room,  which  appeared  to  have 
been  considerably  added  to  by  its  owner, 
A  stone  table,   an  iron    lamp  suspended 
froni  an  arch,  a  few  rude  benches  formed 
from  blocks  of  marble,  a  wooden  crucifix, 
and  a  mat,   were  the  sole  conveniences  of 
this  subterraneous  abode.     A  door,  similar 
to  the  one   by  which  they  entered,  com- 
municated with  an  inner  apartment,  and 
Velena  observed  it  to  be  carefully  secured. 
The  person  of  the  owner  had  a  maje?tic  de- 
portment and  mild  seriousness,  that  forci- 
bly struck  Lord  Roseville.     His  age  seem- 
ed nearly  seventy,  and  sorrow  had  added 
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its  traces  to  those  of  time  on  his  vene- 
rable features.  His  dress  was  that  of  a 
hermit,  and  added  to  the  respectful  feel- 
ing excited  by  his 'age  and  aspect. 

The  strangers  were  offered  homely  re- 
freshment, which  they  declined  ;  and  Lord 
Roseville,  who  could  not  pardon  hinibelf 
for  thus  breaking  on  the  retirement  of  one 
so  forcibly  challenging  respect,  endea- 
voured to  excuse  the  conduct  of  himself 
and  the  companion  of  Lis  intrusive  visit. 

.  *'  I  know  not  how,  venerable  stranger, 
to  excuse  my  conduct,"  said  he,  "  other- 
vifvise  than  by  acquainting  you  with  the 
motives  that  have  led  us  hither  to-nii^ht. 
Every  thing  in  your  appearance  and  that 
of  your  concealed  abode,  denotes  a  wish 
of  privacy.  It  is  just,  therefore,  any 
suspicions,  arising  from  our  appearance  or 
any  future  fear,  should  be  dissipated. — 
I  am  an  Englishman  of  rank,  and  form 
one  of  a  partv  of  the  same  country  who 
.  are  now  in  Goza.    Indisposition  occa^ion- 

VOL.  IV.  K 
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ing  our  remaining  some  time  in  tl>e  neigh- 
bourhood, the  stories  of  superstition  con- 
cerning the  grotto  have  been  related  to 
us.  This  alone  would  not  have  prompted 
a  midnight  visit  to  the  cavern,  had  not 
eircumstances  of  an  extraordinary  nature 
in  part  corroborated  the  statement  and 
aroused  our  curiosity." 

"  Relate  those  circumstances,"  replied 
the  stranger,  solemnly 

His  mournful  tones  struck  a  damp  to 
Velena  s  heart. 

*'  Briefly  then. — The  monks  of  an  ad* 
joining  convent  assert  the  appearance  of 
one  long  buried  in  their  vaults;  and  my 
friend  last  night  i-eturned  with  the  horrible 
impression  of  some  supernatural  mystery 
being  attached  to  its  gloomy  recesses." 

"  And  uhat  credit  do  you  attach  to 
this  ?"  interrogated  the  stranger. 

**  These  arms  answer  the  question,"  said  • 
Roseville.    depositing   his    pistols  in   the 
power  of  the  hermit.     *' Undoubtedly,  it 
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is  not  with  such  weapons  I  would  wage 
war  with  spirits." 

**  And  you,  my  soil,'*  said  the  old  man, 
turning  to  Velena,  *^  wherefore  believe 
you  otherwise  ?'* 

**  As  I  hope  for  heaven,"  cried  Velena, 
'^  I  saw  the  form,  the  features  of  one  dear 
to  my  bosom  a§  the  nearest  of  my  blood 

''Did your  friend  retire  from  existence ?" 
said  the  hermit,  mournfully,  "  covered 
with  crimes,  that  you  believe  him  refused 
admission  to  mercy  ?  Did  some  uncom- 
mon stain  blot  his  once  fair  character, 
that  even  the  tongue  of  friendship  pro- 
claims its  belief  the  gates  of  heaven  are 
closed  to  his  repentant  soul  r" 

Velena,  deeply  affected,  exclaimed  in 
the  voice  of  agitation  and  vehemence, 
*'  Lives  there  the  man  who  can  accuse 
him  of  disgrace  ? — All  mind  can  conceive 
of  virtue,  all  heart  of  goodness,  all  honor 
k2 
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of  integrity,  were  his.  Alas  !  an  early, 
an  unfortunate  fate  blasted  his  youth; 
and  the  visions  of  murder  come  with  his 
remembrance.  Father,"  exclaimed  he, 
mournfully,  **  in  your  prayers  remember 
the  noble,  the  ill-fated  Julio." 

An  exclamation  of  joy  and  surprise 
struck  on  the  ears  of  Roseville ;  and 
scarce  could  he  observe  the  changing  emp- 
tions  shewn  in  the  countenance  of  the 
hermit,  than  he  beheld  a  young  man  rush 
from  the  inner  apartment,  and  throw 
himself  into  the  arms  Velena  extended  to 
receive  him. 

*' Julio  l"  exclaimed  the  youth,  press- 
ing him  to  his  bosom,  whilst  he  surveyed 
him  with  astonishment,  *^  Julio,  am  I  not 
again  mocked  by  some  illusion  of  the  ima- 
gination ?  Does  not  my  fancy,  heated  by 
the  hour  and  the  recollections  of  my  friend, 
but  mock  me  with  thi^  vision  r" 

"  No   illusion,    beloved  Velena,  meets 
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your  eye,"  replied  the  youth.  *'  True, 
inanv  months  of  sorrow  have  changed  the 
form,  the  features  of  your  friend  ;  but 
could  you  view  the  heart  that  now  beats 
to  yours^  there  would  you  behold  friend- 
ship, love, — no  anguish,  no  time  has 
power  to  obliterate " 

"  Learn  from  age,  my  children,"  cried 
the  hermit,  "  to  calm  these  emotions.  In 
what  sorrow  have  I  been  inferior  to  you, 
Julio?  Yet  view  me;  no  tear  trembles 
in  my  eye.  I  have  mourned  friends  as 
dear  as  yours,  Velena  ;  yet  hope  I  to 
meet  them  with  feelings  pleasurable,  but 
unmarked  by  the  violence  that  belongs  to 
sorrow." 

"Respected,  beloved  D'Lia,"  exclaim- 
ed Julio,  throwing  himself  at  his  feet,  and 
tenderly  kissing  the  hand  he  extended  to 
raise  him,  "  I  should  hate  myself,  were  I 
ought  but  what  you  would  have  me.'' 

Roseville  beheld  the  scene  with  emo- 
.lioas  of  joy  and  wonder,  Hope  had  often 
K  3 
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suggested  the  possibility  of  tracing  Julio  ; 
but  thus  to  meet  D'Lia  exceeded  the  most 
sanguine  idea.  The  rapidity  of  thought 
glanced  to  Portia,  her  reuard  of  suffering, 
her  occasion  for  joy.-^*'  Behold,"  said  he, 
advancing  to  D'Lia,  "one,  to  whoin  the 
history  of  your  family  is  known,  to  whom 
its  interests  are  dear.'* 

**  Know  you  that  Portia  lives,"  whisper- 
ed Velena  to  his  friend ^'Ihat  your 

virtuous  child  is  in  safety,"  exclaimed 
JRoseville,  grasping  the  father's  hand. 

**  It  is  three  weeks  since  an  event  has 
been  announced  to  us,  more  cheering  than 
the  return  of  light,"  said  the  count; 
'*  tell  me,  if  I  behold  Roseville,  that  ge- 
nerous Briton,  viho  has  so  warmly  plead- 
ed my  Portia's  defenceless  state  ?" 

**  You  owe  me  no  thanks,"  cried  his 
auditor ;  '*  my  government  only  waited 
opportunity  for  the  general  justice.  As 
to  private  kindness,  this  the  fair  Portia 
has  received  ftom  a  female  of  my  country^ 
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who  has  thus  heightened  the  affection  her 
quahlies  had  awakened  in  my  bosom." 

Julio's  pale  countenance  glowed  ;  he 
loosed  his  hand  from  Velena's  grasp  to 
offer  it  to  the  stranger. 

**  Does  your  daughter  know  of  your 
wonderful  preservation  ?"  enquired  Rose- 
ville.  **  It  is  not  many  weeks  since  we 
witnessed  her  tears  and  those  of  Con- 
stance,— shed  to  the  memory  of  those  they 
loved." 

'*  Portia  is  not  yet  apprized  of  our  exist- 
ence," said  the  count.  "  Her  gentle  spi- 
rit will  need  the  soothing  solace  of  our 
presence,  to  calm  the  agitation  of  such  a 
discovery.  From  Jacobi  I  have  been  in- 
formed you  are  acquainted  with  part  of 
my  misfortunes.  At  what  period  did  Por- 
tia conclude  her  narrative  ?'* 

"  With  the  last  evening  you  passed  in 
Floriane,"  said  Roseville. 

*'  Let  me  then  leave  to  Julio  the  task 
of  informing  you  of  events  occurring  since 
K  4 
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that  period ;  lo  him  I  owe  my  hfe,  and 
the  solace  of  succeeding  hours." 

Velena  looked  afFeclionately  on  his 
friend.  **  Hesitate  not  to  add  to  my  joy," 
said  he  ;  "  I  cannot  in^lulge  the  pleasure  I 
feel  till  an  explanation  is  given,  that  may, 
in  some  degree,  remove  my  doubts  of  the 
present  and  apprehensions  of  the  future." 

**  I  share  in  your  feelings,"  cried  Rose- 
ville ;  "  and  entreat  the  chevalier  will 
comply  with  the  count's  request,  and  in- 
form us  of  the  incidents  attending  his 
seclusion." 

.Julio  an  instant  paused  ;  then,  in  a 
manner  graceful  and  conciliatory,  com* 
menced  a  narration  blending  liis  own  fate 
with  that  of  DXia's, 
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CHAPTER    XIV. 


'*  '  Must  I  call  you  father, 

'•   Yet  have  no  token  of  your  tenderness; 
'*  No  sign  of  mercy  ?" 


"  Before  the  disgraceful  surrenderor 
St.  Elmo,"  said  Julio,  takin£:  leave  of 
Constance,  ''  I  left  Malta,  for  the  island 
of  Goza ;  here  the  friendship  between 
Velena  and  myself  look  root  ami  flourisiied, 
but  little  correspondence  had  taken  place 
with  my  father  after  my  leaving  Malta, 
and  a  few,  very  few  months  elapsed,  ere, 
like  the  stroke  of  a  thunderbolt,  his  name 
was  announced  to  me  as  a  traitor  to  his 
faith.  The  inhabitants,  my  lord,"  turning 
to  Roseville,  "  of  a  country,  whose  firm- 
ness amidst  all  the  storms  of  empires,  has 
k5 
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deservedly  challenged  applause,  you  may 
conceive  my  feelings  at  knowing  the  victo- 
rious standard  of  St.  Jahn  had  been  torn 
from  its  proud  bastions,  and  by  a  parent's 
hand,  he,  who  had  bHghted  the  prospects 
of  an  unoffending  son,  pursaed  vengeance 
even  to  the  climax  of  entailing  everlasting 
disgrace  on  the  name.  Two  days  after  I 
reached  the  palace  of  Floriane  in  disguise  ; 
not  even  my  friend  Velena  knew  of  my 
quitting  Goza  ;  I  had  entreated  him  to 
leave  me  to  the  privacy  of  sorrow,  and 
under  the  cover  of  night  embarked  from 
its  shores.  How  did  my  proud  spirit 
shrink  at  the  necessity  of  using,  in  pursu- 
ance of  my  plan,  that  name,  so  irrecover- 
ably disgraced!  how  revolt  from  the  ex- 
pressions of  amity,  that  assailed  me  from 
those  leagued  with  a  father's  treason; 
slowly  I  reached  the  church  of  St.  John, 
that  monument  of  human  grandeur  and 
human  glory.  Already  were  the  licentious 
mob   despoiling  it   of   ornament,  tearing 
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from  its  altars  the  relics  of  religion,  and 
even  defacini^  the  records  of  those  who 
greatly  fell;  throuii^h  ihe  streets  inebriated 
soldiers  committed  the  excesses  of  drunk- 
enness and  profanity  ;  on  every  side  the 
oaths  of  blasphe-ny,  the  yells  of  revelry, 
and  the  unhallowed  jest  resounded  ;  vir- 
tue shrunk  behind  the  closed  lattices,  and 
listened -appalled  !  My  heart  bled  for  the 
reverse  of  that  calm,  I  at  this  hour  had 
been  used  to  contemplate.  When,  as  the 
^ay  departed,  the  bells  summoned  to  \vor° 
ship,  the  mothers  led  their  children  to  the 
tombs  of  valour,  and  beauty  leaning  on 
the  evening  breeze,  smiled  on  iaith  and 
love.. 

*'  At  the  gate  of  Floriane  Iinet  a  do- 
mestic whom  I  had  often  favoured ;  he 
loved  me,  and  expressing  marks  of  un- 
feigned astonishment  at  my  appearance, 
motioned  me  to  silence,  and  conducted 
me  to  a  gallery  where  we  might  converse 
without  fear  of  being  heard  by -th€  Attends 
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ants  of  the  French  commandant,  who, 
he  informed  me,  was  the  jzuest  of  the 
faithless  parent  whom  I  blushed  to  ac- 
knowledge. 

'  Where,  cried  I,  furiously,  is  this 
disgrace  to  his  ancestry — let  him  hear 
from  the  lips  of  a  son  the  expressions  of 
detestation  he  inspires  ! — the  ties  of  na- 
ture break  ;  no  longer  feel  I  the  affection 
of  a  child — long  has  he  refrained  from  the 
duty  of  a    parent  1' 

'  Restrain  yourself,  my  dear  young 
master,'  said  Loda,  *  the  object  of  your 
resentment  has  left  this  some  hours  for 
St.  Angelo ;  I  dread,'  said  he,  *  some 
danger  to  the  Count  D'Lia,  confined  with 
his  daughter,  since  the  surrender  of  Va- 
lette;  he  has  this  evening  been  summoned 
to  a  council,  held  in  the  Baron  Dover's 
house,  near  the  arsenal  of  the  j^aUies :  I 
overheard  the  orders  given  the  guard  of 
bis  boat.' 

*  The  Lady  Portia,  where  is  she  r'  ex- 
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claimed   I,     *  surely    my   father  respects 
her  ?' 

*  There  is  an  old  servant  of  the  Count's 
here,   you  may.  remember  Jacobi  r' 

*  Perfectly,'  said  I. 

'  He  has  received  an  answer  to  an  ano- 
nymous letter  he  succeeded  in  conveying, 
and  at  this  moment  is  depositing  the  dis- 
guise intended  to  forward  the  Lady  Por- 
tia's escape,  in  the  hollow  of  a  statue  near 
her  window,  but  you  do  not  think  of  the 
count,  my  lord,  even  now  he  may  be  in 
danger.' 

*  You  are  right,'  replied  I,  starting 
from  my  reverie,  '  will  you  follow  my  for- 
tunes and  my  dangers,  Loda  }' 

"  The  affectionate  fellow  threw  himself 
at  my  feet,  and  uttered  the  most  affecting 
testimonies  of  attachment ;  I  was  con- 
vinced of  his  sincerity,  and  raising,  em- 
braced him  ;  every  man  who  mourns  the 
fate  of  Malta  is  to  me  a  brother,  said  I — 
listen  to  me  Loda,  I  hasten  to  St.  Angeloj 
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my  boatmen  await  me  at  the  Fountain  of 
Neptune — they  are  of  Goza,  and  trusty  ; 
besides,  said  I,  sighing  deeply,  my  name 
is  become  a  watchword  to  the  conquerors; 
remain  you  here,  and  endeavour  to  carry 
off  the  Lady  Portia;  I  shall  stand  in  for 
the  -bastions  of  Castille  about  midnight; 
swear,  said  I,  taking  the  cross  from  my 
bosom,  swear  on  this,  that  as  far  as  hu- 
man means  can  extend,  you  will  obey  me. 
*'  Loda  accepted  the  oath,  and  I  pro- 
ceeded to  the  shore  ;  my  rowers  joyfully 
hailed  my  return,  and  darkness  coming 
.OD,  I  instructed  them  to  land  me  near 
Bn  opening  that  leads  to  the  Baron's  house, 
on  the  opposite  side  of  the  harbour,  and 
there  await  ray  return;  on  touching  the 
d)each,  little  of  .day  remained,  and  a  few 
gloomy  tapers  alone  guided  me  on  my  way ; 
a  party  of  men  coirrying  some  burthen,  ap^ 
pearing  in  the  narrow  avenue  through 
which  I  was  advancing,  I  stood  aside  to 
allow  ^of  their  paasiog  me,  And  remained  be^ 
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hind  the  pillar  of  an  adjoining  porch  un- 
perceived  ;  they  were  French  soldiers,  who 
were  carrying   the   body  of  a   murdered 
man  to   the  beach,    and  their  expressions 
iilled  me  with  so  great  an  apprehension  of 
the  truth,  that  I  returned,  and  softly  fol- 
lowing tliem  within  a  few  paces  of  the  sea, 
observed  them  leave  their  victim,  and  dis- 
perse towards  the  streets  ;  when  their  steps 
had   died    away  I    looked  round  for  some 
light,  by  which  I  could  confirm  my  suspi- 
cions,  and  perceiving  a  taper  glimmering 
before  an  image,   I   removed    it   from  the 
socket,  and    screening  it   from  the  flame 
with    my   cloak,     advanced    towards    the 
body,  which  lay  apparently  without  life  on 
the  sand.     What  were    ray  agonized  feel- 
ings at   beholding  every  forboding  fatally 
confirmed,  the  venerable  the  good   D'Lia, 
to  whom  Constance  and  myself  owed  the 
affection  of  children. 

*'  The  father  of  Portia  lay  extended  be- 
fore me  covered  with  wounds ;  raising  hina 


2i2  THE  MAT  TESE  PORTRAIT. 

gently  in  my  arms,    I   fancied,    as    I    laid 
my  trem'jling  hand  on  his  breast,   I  felt  a 
slight  pulsation,  and^Jt^astily  throwing  some 
water  from  the  approaching  waves  on  his 
pallid   face,    hastened    to  my  boat,    which 
fortunately  lay  a  few  paces  distant  ;  on  the 
approach  of   the  soldiers  they  had  drawn 
in    ti^eir    oars    and   laid  on  their  faces  at 
the  bottom  of  their  bark,    but  finding  one 
only  seemed  to  remain,  and    my   motions 
exciting    curiosity,    they    repaired  to  the 
spot  ;   as  I  met  them  I  desired  each  of  the 
roAvers   to  take  off  his  sash,   and  forming 
by.  their    crossings  a    kind    of  litter,   we 
thus  conveyed  the  Count  to  the  boat;  I 
presently  discovered  my  hopes  of  life  yet 
animating  his  form  were  not  vain  ;  in  our 
situation  little  aid. could  be  afforded    save 
that  of  binding  up  his  wounds,   and  it  was 
by   the    unavoidable  pain  thus  inflicted  on 
the  wounded  sufferer  I  rouzed  the  anima- 
tion that  uiged  us  to  fresh  efforts. 

^'    Imminent  danger  attended   our  re- 
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nialning  in  the  harbour  till  day  ;  covering 
liie  count  with  an  awnintr,  sli^htlv  ele- 
vated,  I  directed  a  boy  to  creep  in  l)esidc 
him  and  moisten  his  lips  contiiiually,  with 
the  juice  of  some  fniit  tlie  boamien  had 
procured  at  Valette  ;  we  then  stood  in 
for  the  bastions  of  Castillc,  and  llie  centi- 
nels  above  mistaking  us  for  fishers  prepar- 
ing for  their  morning-  occupation,  though 
ihey  discerned  us  through  tlie  gloom,  of- 
fered no  impedunent  to  our  de^b^ign.  ilow 
anxiously  did  I  await  tlie^ coming,  of  Loda  ; 
my  mind,  as  hour  after  hour  chimed 
from  the  melancholy  bells,  became  a  prey 
to  every  perplexing  doubt,  every  agonizing 
fear  ;  the  count  could  not  possibly  survive 
long  in  his  present  state,  and  the  solitary 
caves  along  the  rug^^ed  shores  of  Goza 
alone  presented  a  shelter  where  I  could 
convey  him  from  his  enemies  ;  the  fate  of 
his  dau^rhter,  on  the  other  hand,  forbade 
my  instantly  adopting  the  only  means  left 
in  my  power    of  effecting    his    escap  e; 
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I  could  not  resolve  on  leaving  Portia  en- 
vironed by  her  enemies.  The  safety  of  my 
sister  I  knew  secured  by  the  power  of  her 
unworthy  parent.  Steps  at  length  sound- 
ed under  the  bastion,  and  Loda  appeared, 
but  came  unaccompanied  ;  a  damp  struck 
to  my  heart — for  some  minutes  I  wanted 
resolution  to  demand  of  him  why  the  ob- 
ject of  his  stay  had  not  been  accomplish- 
ed ;  *  I  am  followed,'  whispered  hf ,  jump- 
ing into  the  boat,  *  ask  no  questions — push 
from  the  shore ;'  at  this  intimation  of 
danger  I  thought  only  of  the  count,  and 
bade  the  men  avoid  the  danger ;  swiftly 
we  passed  St.  Elmo,  and  by  day- break 
were  off  Cumino  ;  however  necessary  im- 
mediate aid  to  the  count's  wounds  had  be- 
come, we  dared  not  approach  Goza  till  the 
fall  of  night,  but  few  felucca's  passed  our 
bark,  and.  its  appearance  excited  no  suspi- 
cion. 

**  Loda  thus  accounted  for  the  failure 
of  his  intended  plan  : 
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*  Shortly  after  you  left  the  palace,  Sig- 
nori/  said  this  faithful  servant,  *  hearing 
from  Jacobi  that  the  disguise  he  had  depo- 
sited for  his  mistress  had  been  removed 
from  the  spot  in  which  he  had  placed  it,, 
we  gave  time  for  the  Lady  Portia  to  pre- 
pare herself,  and  then  finding  the  attend- 
ants of  the  commandant  had  gone  through 
the  streets,  judged  it  an  opportunity  not 
to  be  neglected,  and  proceeded  to  her  ap- 
partment ;  the  noise  we  made  at  the  en- 
trance, did  not,  as  we  expected,  bring  her 
to  the  door,  bu:  recollecting,  sweet  lady, 
she  had  been  often  alarmed  by  the  inso- 
lence of  the  household,  we  imagined  she 
had  secured  herself,  from  apprehension  of 
danger,  and  that  the  exigency  of  the  mo- 
ment would  excuse  our  opening  her  cham- 
ber by  force ;  it  was  deserted,  nor  could 
we  trace  by  what  means  she  had  accom- 
plished her  escape.  I  remained,'  conti- 
nued Loda,  *  some  hours  in  inetFectual 
search,    then  believing  my  stay  might  in- 


5215         THE  MALTESE  PORTRAIT. 

volve  you  and  the  count,  should  you  have 
succeeded  in  rescuing  him,  I  repaired  to 
the  bastion  ;  during  the  latter  part  of  my 
way  I  perceived  myself  dogged,  and  to 
this  circumstance  is  owing  the  hurry  and 
alarm  in  which  I  gained  the  boat. 

'  The  grief,  the  uncertain  fate  of  m,y 
benefactor's  daugliter,  caused  in  my  bosom, 
was  shortly  after  absorbed  by  the  situatioa 
of  her  father.' 

'*The  count,  exposed  many  hours  to  the 
effusion  of  blood,  all  our  endeavours 
could  only  in  part  prevent,  scarcely  shewed 
any  symptoms  of  life ;  when,  on  the  re- 
turning night,  we  landed  at  Goza.  Across 
the  port  of  St.  Paul  a  chain  was  fixed  ; 
our  bark,  therefore,  anchored  under  the 
caverns  extending  to  the  left. 

*'  I  knew  every  spot  of  the  ground  per- 
fectly, and  remembered  a  convent  situated 
some  little  distance  beyond  the  port,  in 
the  recesses  of  this  valley  ;  and  resolved 
on  carrying  the  count  thither;  the  crew  of 
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my  bark  had  determined  on  leaving  me  to 
proceed  to  Smyrna,  where  they  intend- 
ed to  stay,  till  their  country  should  be 
freed  from  the  usurpation  of  the  Gallic 
power.  I  liberally  rewarded  them ;  and 
this  I  was  enabled  to  do,  as,  on  my  leav- 
ing Malta,  I  had  provided  myself  aniply 
uiih  specie,  as  I  doubted  not  a  consider- 
able time  mij^dit  elapse  ere  my  return,  and 
that  iny  wanderings  would  extend  to  the 
continent. 

"  The  boatmen  assisted  Loda  and  my- 
self in  carrying  D'Lia  to  the  monastery, 
and  in  loudly  supplicating  foi  ad  nittance. 
It  was  a  considerable  time  ere  the  monks, 
doubtless,  terrified  at  the  reports  of  the 
licentiousness  of  the  invading  soldiery, 
advanced  to  the  portal.  At  length,  the 
light  of  their  torches  streamed  through  the 
higli  ca^ements ;  and  retiring  into  the 
gloom  uf  surrounding  objects,  we  sau  un- 
perceived  their  gestures  of  compataionate 
pity,  and  witnessed  the  tender  care  with 
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which  he  was  raised  by  the  brothers,  and 
carried  into  the  convent. 

"  I  seemed  now  to  breathe  again,  and 
grasped  Loda's  hand  with  significant 
warmth.  The  boatmen,  with  expressions 
of  gratitude,  parted  from  us  near  the  en- 
trance of  the  grotto,  where  my  faithful 
servant  and  myself  now  endeavoured  to 
obtain  some  repose  after  the  fatigues  we 
had  undergone.  The  rays  of  the  sun, 
darting  through  the  interstices  of  the  rock, 
awoke  us  from  unquiet  slumbers  ;  and 
scarce  had  I  been  recalled  to  the  recollec- 
tion of  past  events,  than  1  saw  the  neces- 
sity of  immediately  forming  spme  plan  for 
the  future. 

*'  Loda,  said  I,  addressing  the  faithful 
follower  of  my  fortunes,  thus  far  the  saints 
have  aided  our  endeavours  for  the  count's 
preservation.  In  the  convent  where  he  is 
received,  he  will  meet  the  united  aid  of 
skill  and  humanity.  To  the  Prior  I  am 
known ;  I  must,  therefore,  carefully  avoid 
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being  seen  by  him  >  not  that  I  doubt  him, 
but  I  am  aware  so  dangerous  a  secret  must 
rest  in  our  bosoms.    I  shall  seek  my  friend 
Velena  once  more,  and  then  finally  retire 
to  the  recesses  of  this  grotto,    which  you 
can  furnish  with  the  conveniences  of  life 
during  my  absence.     Notwithstanding  the 
disagreeable  state  of  the  island,  I  have  no 
apprehension   of    ojr    retreat  being  dis- 
coveitd  i»y  enanies,  or  those  I  regard  in 
more  abborrtrnce,  those  friendtj  my  father's 
crimes  have  conferred  on  me.   The  French 
outposts  in  Goza  are  few,  and  the  bat- 
teries about  St.  Pad  and  SatiVa   have  only 
a  few  islanders  in  them,   who  may  be  re- 
garded of  no  party,   and  will    consider  it 
dangerous   to   investigate   mystery.      The 
^etaclred  huts?  afford  us  the  means  of  pur- 
chasing the  nect^saies  we  require,  and  in 
disgui  es,  varied  to  tlie  occasion,  you  can 
leain  intelligence  (^f  tire  piogress  of  the 
count's  cuie,  should  the  saints  preserve 
his  inestimable  life. 
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'*  You  may  remember  my  dear  Velena, 
my  seeming  return  from  retirement,  and 
my  total  disappearance  soon  after. — I 
found,  on  my  arrival  at  the  grotto,  that 
Loda  had  provided  it  with  the  articles  you 
see,  and  the  humble  garb  we  have  since 
worn.  I  found,  disguised  as  a  peasant, 
he  had  once  seen  the  count ;  and  as  he 
produced  a  basket  of  very  fine  fruit,  the 
monks  had  charged  him,  whenever  he  came 
from' the  distant  casalhe  described  himself 
a  resident  of,  to  bring  some  similar  for 
DXia,  whom  they  termed  Xavire. — He 
represented  the  count  as  unable  to  leave 
his  room,  and  that  the  monks  seemed  to 
have  but  little  hopes  of  his  recovery. 
Months  passed  in  this  suspence  ;  at  length 
I  found  the  count  recovered  though  but 
slowly  ;  and  this  intelligence  seemed;^ 
recall  me  from  the  brink  of  despair.  Soon 
D'Lia  walked  beyond  the  gardens  of  the 
convent ;  but  it  was  not  till  his  strength 
admitted  of  his  wanderings  extending  to 
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the  vicinity  of  the  grotto,    I  ventured  to 
address  him.     I  had  written  an  account  of 
the  manner  of  his  escape  from  his  enemies, 
and  besought  him  to    pardon    the   father 
the  attempt  he  had  made  on  his  valued 
life,  in  consideration   of  the  son   having 
been  tiie  instrument  made  use  of  by  iiea- 
ven  for   his  preservation.     This  papei'  I 
laid  in  his  path,  as  one  evening  he  mused 
as  he    walked,    the    melancholy    of    his 
thoughts  combining  with  his  illness  to  ren- 
der him  the  shade  of  what  he  had   been. 
I  watched,    half  concealed   by    a  jutting 
rock,  the  eifect  of  my  letter.     I  saw  him 
start  with  astonishment,  as  he  opened  the 
foldings ;      doubtlcrss,      my  writing,    well 
known  to  him,  struck  his  memory  ;  every 
succeeding   line    caused    fresh  agitation ; 
till   having    reached   the  conclusion,    the 
pathetic   appeal   I   had   made  him   drew 
forth  tears   of  compassion.     At  this  sight 
I  could  no  longer  contain   my  emotion ; 
but  rushing   from  my  shelter,    fell  at  his 
VOL,  iv«  L 
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feet,  and  besought  his  pardon  of  the  au- 
'thor  of  his  misery. 

*'  lie  folded  me  to  his  bosom  with  a  fa- 
therms  pressure.  *  Come  to  my  heart/ 
cried  he,  *  virtuous  son  of  an  unworthy 
sire  ;  henceforth  be  to  me  as  a  child  in 
place  of  my  lost  Portia.  Be  I  to  you  a 
father,  in  room  of  him  you  blush  lo  ac- 
knowledge. Be  satisfied,  Julio;  the  life 
you  liave  risked  your  own  to  preserve, 
shall  be  dear  to  me  for  the  sake  of  my 
preserver;  but  let  me,'  exclaimed  he, 
*  embrace  that  faithful  servant,  to  whose 
aid  I  am  indebted.' 

"Loda  received  the  count  with  the  most 
fervent  demonstrations  of  joy.  *  Live  here, 
my  lord,'  cried  he,  *  and  let  me  serve  you 
on  my  knees,  defend  you  with  my  life.' 

"  The  succeeding  day  accomplished  his 
wish.  A  monk,  who  had  seen  the  count 
enter  the  cavern,  related  the  circumstance 
to  the  Prior,  who  had  requested  Xavire 
would  quit  the   convent,   or  explain  the 
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mystery   of    his    appearance     tliat   night 
D'Lia  came  to  the  grotto. 

*  And  now,  my  son,'  cried  the  count, 
'  I  shall  continue  your  narrative.  Your 
own  words  will  refuse  to  dwell  on  the  af- 
fection that  has  solaced  my  hours,  the 
duty  with  which  you  have  watched  over 
my  age.  Retire,  my  beloved  Julio,  to  the 
inner  grotto  with  your  friend ;  and  leave 
me  to  the  task  of  informing  Lord  Roseville 
of  all  I  owe  you.' 

The  youth  modestly  retired,  and  Velena, 
as  he  accompanied  him,  was  seen  to  take 
from  his  bosom  the  cross  his  friend  had 
lost  on  the  night  of  the  count's  convey 
ance  to  the  convent,  and  resign  it  to  his 
eager  grasp.  The  door  closed,  and  D'Lia 
thus  continued  the  narrative. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


If  he  be  felain,  say  so 


**  The  tongue  offends  not  that  reports  bis  death.'^ 

^^  The  letter  Julio  has  related  laid  in  my 
path,  greatly  affected  me  ;  nor  could  I  he- 
sitate in  regarding  him  as  the  preserver  of 
my  existence.  Yet,  my  lord,  I  had  much 
to  reproach  myself  with  :  tins  youth,  so 
deserving,  the  object  of  my  Portia's  affec- 
tion, had  been  rejected  by  me,  and  that 
unworthy  father,  from  whose  aggregate  of 
crimes  we  dated  our  miseries,  preferred. 
Julio's  emotions,  when  I  related  to  him 
my  daughter'b  disappearance,  was  in  con- 
sequence of  the  secret  I  had  entrusted  her 
vi'ith,  and  that  through  the  pannel  of  the 
portrait  she  had  doubtless  effected  her 
escape  to  Coustance,  convinced  me  his 
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fonner  passion  continued  in  all  its  original 
force.  I  acquitted  Portia  of  the  infidelity 
he  supposed  her  guilty  of,  in  admitting  the 
addresses  of  his  father.  The  billet  he 
grounded  his  suspicions  on  I  could  not 
account  for,  otherwise  than  believing  its 
forgery  to  be  the  contrivance  of  a  wicked 
heart.  However  dark  the  probability  ap- 
peared of  happier  days,  I  did  not  hesitate 
10  avow  my  wish,  should  the  unfortunate 
lovers  ever  again  meet,  of  Julio  receiving 
his  reward  in  the  possession  of  Portia. 

*'  It  is  our  duty,  my  son,  said  I,  how- 
ever the  storms  of  fortune  may  gather 
round  our  heads,  to  believe  heaven  will 
withdraw  in  its  suited  time  their  oppressive 
gloom,  and  bid  its  brighter  sun  shine  forth. 
Should  you  ever  meet  again  with  her  you 
love,  the  cross  you  regret  would  no  longer 
be  a  badge  of  your  profession;  I  should 
bid  you,  my  son,  resign  all  further  ad- 
vancement, and  bestow  my  Portia  on  your 
merits. 

l3 
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"  Julio  would  often  urge  me  to  permit 
him  to  return  once  more  to  Malta;  but 
though  my  bosom  was  filled  with  anxiety 
for  my  daughter's  fate,  I  would  not  per- 
mit his  leaving  me.  About  this  time  a 
joint  misfortune  befel  us.  Loda,  that 
faithful,  though  humble  friend,  whose  af- 
fection and  fidelity  had  never  once  swerved 
from  us,  was  suddenly  seized  with  a  disor- 
der that  baffled  all  endeavours  for  its  re- 
moval. He  expired  in  our  arms,  beseech- 
ing from  heaven  a  blessing  to  alleviate  our 
misfortunes  and  those  of  his  unhappy  coun- 
try.— We  bore  the  cold  remains  of  our 
faithful  Loda  to  a  cottage  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, where  money  procured  him  a 
decent  funeral.  The  peasants  bore  him 
to  the  convent,  where  I  had  been  shelter- 
ed. To  elude  suspicion,  the  name  of  Xa- 
vire  was  engraven  on  his  coffin. 

*'  After  the  death  of  Loda,  we  remained 
in  great  darkness  as  to  the  state  of 
the    adjacent   island ;    seldom    venturing 
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iMit,  and  then  hesitating  to  make  any 
enquiry  likely  to  cause  suspicion.  It 
was  after  a  seclusion  of  some  days  we  dis- 
guised ourselves  as  boors,  and  went  into 
St.  SafFra  ;  every  face  seemed  to  glow  with 
satisfaction  throughout  the  village ;  its 
simple  inhabitants,  drest  en  gala^  were  en* 
gaged  in  the  festive  sports  of  dancing,  mu- 
sic, and  revelry  ;  Julio  ventured  to  enquire 
the  occasion  of  their  rejoicing." 

'  Where  can  you  reside,  friend,'  crjed 
an  aged  countryman^^  whose  countenance 
beamed  with  joy,  as  he  answered,  *  Is  it 
possible  you  know  not  that  the  Maltese^ 
irritated  by  the  cruelties  of  the  French 
troops,  surrounded  Valette,  and,  in  con- 
junction with  the  brave  English,  have  de- 
prived the  French  of  all  power  in  the 
islands ;  come,'  cried  he,  offering  a  flag- 
gon  of  wine,  *  drink  to  the  day  ©f  eman- 
cipation.' 

*-Fell  many  that  day  ?'  cried  Julio,  put*. 
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ting  away  gently  the  wine  from  his  un« 
touched  lip.' 

*  None  but  traitors!  the  man  who  sur- 
rendered Malta  to  the  enemy  ;  he  who  res- 
trained the  brave  nntives  at  that  period, 
from  defendini^  their  rights,  the  Count 
D'Aimand,  fell  beneath  their  fury  in  the 
first  onset.' 

"  I  led  Julio  gently  away,  and  with  dif- 
ficulty supported  him  to  the  grotto;  the 
stroke  overpowered  his  senses,  and  for 
many  weeks  bereft  of  reason,  he  burned 
in  all  the  paroxysms  of  fever.  During 
the  period  I  hung  over  him  with  prayer^ 
to  the  God  of  restoration.  It  is  only  three 
weeks  that  changed  as  Velena  beheld 
him,  he  aiose  from  the  bed  of  illness — 
the  sorrowing  mind  had  spent  itself,  and 
the  beloved  youth  now  listened  calmly  to 
consolation  ;  my  first  care  was  to  secure  a 
trusty  messentrer  to  convey  a  letter  to  Ja- 
cob!;  it  is  only  a  few  days  since  the  pea- 
sant's return  with  his  answer,  containing 
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the  joyful  intelligence  of  Portia's  safety, 
and  detailing,  at  length,  lier  proceedings 
since  our  separation  ;  he  mentions  being 
employed  in  the  garden  of  St.  Agnes,  and 
assures  me,  he  will  conceal  from  Constance 
and  her  friend  the  contents  of  my  letter  to 
him,  till  I  shall  arrive  thither  myself ;  our 
intentions  were  to  have  departed  for  Mal- 
ta in  the  course  of  a  few  days.'* 

'*  Let  me  entreat,"  said  Roseville, 
**  our  party  may  have  the  pleasure  of  con- 
veying you  thither — what  happiness  will  it 
give  every  individual  of  us  to  announce  to 
the  amiable  Portia,  the  result  of  our  happy 
meeting." 

The  count,  after  an  enquiry  into  the 
circumstances  of  Roseville's  stay,  declined 
proceeding  with  him  to  Malta ;  "  I  shall 
be  loath  t&  appear,  or  to  own,  to  the 
good  monks,"  said  he,  **  that  I  have,  in 
the  instance  of  Loda's  death,  practised  on 
their  credulity.      It  is  my  intention  t^ 
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bestow  rich  gifts  on  the  convent,  but  not 
to  explain,  for  Julio's  sake,  the  transac- 
tions of  the  past/' 

In  the  necessity  Roseville  acquiesced. 
**  Be  assured,"  said  the  count,  '*  my  first 
hour  of  leaving  my  recovered  child  shall 
be  devoted  to  the  gratitude  I  owe  your 
amiable  friends/' 

Morning  dawned  as  he  spoke,  and 
leaving  Velena  with  his  friend,  retraced 
the  way  to  the  monastery,  admiring  the 
chance  that  had  directed  his  steps  to  the 
father  and  lover  of  the  amiable  Portia ;  he 
regained  his  apartment  without  observa- 
tion, and  throwing  himself  on  a  couch, 
soon  sunk  to  repose. 

In  the  morning  Colonel  and  Mrs.  Cleve- 
land and  Lady  Ellen  were  made  acquaint- 
ed with  the  extraordinary  occurrences  of 
the  night,  and  astonished  and  delighted, 
would  have  flown  to  the  grotto  to  have 
wept   and  smiled  by  turns.    The  retura 
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of  VI  ena,  however,  informed  them  this 
count  and  Julio  had  departed;  their  for- 
mer eagerness,  strengthened  by  Roseville's 
appearance,  had  determined  them  to  em- 
bark immediately,  and  in  consequence  of 
this  resolution  he  had  left  them  on  the  way 
to  Saftra. 

"  When  does  our  invalid  feel  disposed 
to  continue  his  excursion,"  said  the  co- 
lonel;  *'  has  Lady  Ellen  been  prescrib- 
ing ?"'  continued  he,  observing  Roseville 
had  ensaged  her  apart  in  conversation. 

"  I  am  ready  to  prosecute  our  tour  to- 
morrow, if  you  require  it,"  cried  Rose- 
ville;  *'  let  us.  Lady  Ellen,  witness  good 
humouredly  the  nuptials  of  the  lovers.^' 

**  And  take  on  ourselves  the  vows  they 
reject,  my  lord,  would  you  not  say  ?"  re- 
plied she  archly.  "  After  this  fine  Maltese 
story  I  can  by  no  means  relish  a  mere 
matt^  of  fact  courtship  ;  before,  there- 
fore, I  resolve  on  the  veil  I  have  some  cur 

L.6 
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riosity  respeeting  this   Count  D'Lia,    the 
papa  of  the  romance." 

**  Coquette,"  cried  Roseville  gaily, 
*'  would  you  bind  all  ages  in  your  chain?" 

*'  My  gravity,"  replied  Lady  Ellen, 
**  entitles  me  to  match  with  seniors." 

**  I  leave  your  friends  present  to  judge 
how  far  you  are  entitled  to  a  grave  praise  ; 
thus  far  I  know,  no  woman  can  render 
the  man  who  loves  her,  so  completely  me- 
lancholy as  your  Ladyship." 

"  Lord  Roseville  is  right,"  observed 
Mrs.  Cleveland,  ''  and  you  must  play  the 
tyrant  less  frequently  Ellen,  or  my  mis- 
chievous thoughts  will  recur  to  a  convent 
scene." 

Lady  Ellen  blushed,  nor  did  the  suffu- 
sion rest  only  on  her  cheek,  for  her  lovef 
temembered  the  expressions  of  his  domes- 
tic, concerning  the  agitation  she  had  be*- 
trayed ;  and  unwilling  to  add  to  the  con- 
fusion Ellen  betrayed,  left  the  room,  under 


pretence  of  giving  the  necessary  orders  for 
their  departure,  which  was  now  decided 
should  take  place  on  the  following  morn- 
ing ;  the  party  embarking  at  the  Calk  of 
Marsal  Forno. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


*^  The  cavern'd  rocks  appear,  and  then  receile;- 
*'  'Tis  nature's  wild  magniPiCencc". 


Taking  a  grateful  leave  of  Pere  Eu- 
stache  and  his  benevolent  monks,  the  tra- 
vellers entered  their  bark,  and  gently  glid- 
ing along  the  picturesque  shores  of  the 
island,  surveyed  with  blended  pleasure  and 
astonishment  the  varieties  the  changing 
scene  presented.  The  coast, formed  either 
of  rocks,  rising  to  immense  heights  above 
the  ocean,  through  where  transporting  the 
eye,  followed  the  dazzling  whiteness  of 
their  sunken  basis  far  below,  or  of  ca- 
verned  grottos,  decked  with  pendant  sta- 
lactites, where  the  stilled  ocean,  whose 
waves  dash  to  their  extremities  in  storm^ 


THE  MALTESE  PORTRAIT.  235 

reverberating  through  the  echoes,  now 
gently  kissed  the  sands,  and  deposited 
every  variety  of  weed  and  shell  ;  above, 
on  terrific  cliffs,  caves,  similar  in  form, 
afforded  habitations  to  fishermen,  and  the 
snares  of  pigeons  ;  the  eye  closed  affrighted 
at  the  giddy  heights,  where  some  of  these 
adventurous    men  were  descried  climbincr 

o 

the  smooth  and  polished  rocks  to  seize  the 
nested  bird,  or  throw  out  the  glittering 
bail  on  the  surface  of  the  ocean,  at  the 
risk  of  being  precipitated  into  its  abyss. 
From  Port  St.  Paul  to  Cape  Demitri  the 
frequent  creeks  afford  opportunities  of 
landing;  from  thence  the  rocky  acclivities 
are  more  rugged  and  inaccessible.  The 
party  landed  in  view  of  the  famed  Fungus 
Rock,  lying  a  short  distance  from  the 
shore^  and  surrounded  by  les&er  fragments, 
rising  ia  picturesque  and  varied  shapes 
from  the  ocean.  Men  were  employed  as 
the  bark  glided  into  the  cove,  in  passing 
by  suspended  baskets  from  the  highest  of 
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these  to  the  Hagira  tai  Gernal,  in  quest: 
of  its  medicinal  mushrooms  ;  Vclena  risked 
the  dangerous  passage  to  gather  a  speci- 
men of  the  fungus  MtUtensis,  whose 
properties  are  highly  esteemed  in  the 
islands;  some  fishermen  returned  with 
him,  and  exerted  their  skill  to  add  to  the 
strangers  repast,  and  in  the  kind  manner 
these  people  ever  evince  towards  the  Bri- 
tish, hovered  round  them  with  offers  of 
assistance^  for  which  they  refused  all  pecu- 
niary recompence. 

Long  ere  the  bark  reached  Port  Meg- 
giano,  a  bright  moon  succeeding  day, 
marked  the  bold  lines  of  the  coast  with 
softened  light;  as  the  rowers  passed  Port 
Pestichi,  the  convent  hymn  was  wafted 
from  the  shores,  and  repeated  along  its 
caverned  echoes;  the  effect  was  solemn 
and  sublime  ;  at  the  signal  of  Velena  the 
crew  joiaed  the  evening  service,  keeping 
time  with  their  oars,  from  which  the  briny 
element  fell  in  sparkling  stars  j  slowly  the 


THE  MALTESE  PORTRAIT.    237 

sounds  died  away,   and  ihe  lights  of  i^Ieg- 

giano  bursting    on  the  view,    as   the  bark 

turned    the   extremity  of  a  point  of  land, 

marked    the  termination   of    the    vovage. 

At   Meggiano   the   party  only  remained  a 

few  days,   during    v\hich  they  experienced 

every  attention  from  the  family  of  Veiena; 

this  amiable  foreigner  accompanied  them 

to  Malta. 

Passincr  the  rock  of  Cuminetto  the  voy- 

agers  landed  at  Caile  Carkeva,  and  were 
received  at  the  convent  of  St.  Agala,  ele- 
vated on  a  hill,  commanding  the  harbour; 
from  theneo  caleslies  were  procured  and 
the  party,  with  the  exception  of  Veiena, 
who  proceeded  to  ]\Iosta,  wliere  he  ex- 
pected to  meet  D'Lia  and  Julio,  hastened 
to  St.  Joseph,  from  whence  they  had  been 
absent  nearly  a  month. 

A  pleasurable  emotion  is  always  'ex- 
perienced at  such  a  return.  Rosevilie,  as 
he  handed  Lady  Ellen  to  the  room  in 
which  he  had  been  accustomed  to  viev/  heir 
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employed  in  the  various  exercises  of  ac- 
complishments, whispered — **  here  shall 
I  once  more  lean,  delighted,  over  your 
pencil,  listen  to  your  song,  and  turn  with 
you  the  page  of  wit  or  wisdom." 

The  owners  of  Lord  Roseville's  lodging 
had  spread  a  desert  of  fruit,  ices,  and 
nosegays,  in  honor  of  his  return,  and 
understanding  from  Manly  a  large  party 
were  assembled  in  the  house  to  celebrate 
the  Hargia  of  one  of  its  daughters  with 
the  son  of  the  late  Giurati  of  Malta*,  he 
entered  the  apartment  in  which  the  guests 
were  seated,  to  express  his  sense  of  the 
attention  paid  him  and  to  offer  his  con- 
gratulations. 

The  entertainment  blended  music  and 
dancing,  the  clever  part  of  the  assembly 
following  the  manner  of  an  Italian  conver^ 
sazione ;  here  Roseville  had  an  opportu- 
nity of  seeing  a  more  numerous  groupe  of: 

*  First;  visit  paid  b^  a  bricje  to  her  parents- 
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the  females  of  the  island  than  he  had  yet 
belield ;  their  principal  beauty  is  in  the 
extreme  delicacy  of  their  feet  and  hands  ^ 
indeed,  in  women  of  all  classes,  the  latter 
are  soft,  white^  and  charmingly  formed:, 
and  their  total  exemption  from  labour 
gives  much  elegance  to  the-  persons  of  the 
Maltese  females  ;  their  dress  would  be 
unbecoming,  were  it  not  for  the  inimitable 
grace  with  which  they  arrange  and  vary 
the  folds  of  the  black  silk  scarf  worn  over 
the  head  and  shoulders,  but  in  this  their 
air  differs  widely  from  that  of  the  Spanish 
belle — of  a  more  sedate  cast,  the  Maltese 
beauty  appears  not  to  court  attention  at 
the  time  she  most  excites  it. 

The  following  morning  was  speat  by 
Roseville  in  writing  to  England.  A  party 
of  gentlemen  dined  with  the  colonel,  and 
thither  he  had  declined  going  till  evening. 
Finding,  as  he  crossed  the  garden,  from 
the  windows  of  the  dinincr-room  beincr 
thrown  open,  that  the  festive  board  was 
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not  yet  abandoned,  Roseville  turned  away, 
and  walked  towards  an  avenue  of  oiange 
trees  that  skirted  a  stone  terrace,  on  which 
vases  of  flowers  were  disposed ;  a  small 
grove  of  citron  trees  terminated  the  vista, 
and  turnins  into  its  fragrant  shade  he  be- 
held,  reclining  on  a  seat,  and  busied  in 
the  contemplation  of  an  author,  Lady  El- 
len. Rosevi lie's  first  impulse  was  to  retire, 
but  anxious  to  tenninate  his  suspense,  the 
pause  of  a  moment  determined  him  to 
improve  the  opportunity,  and  gently  ac- 
costing her,  he  leant  over  her  seat,  as  if 
solicitous  to  be  informed  of  the  nature  of 
her  studies.  Surprise  tinged  Lady  Ellen's 
cheek  with  rosy  beauty;  never  had  she 
ap[)eared  more  lovely  ! — her  fine  figure, 
shaded  by  a  thin  white  robe,  over  which 
a.  rich  mantle  of  lace  gracefully  fell  in 
spotless  folds,  received  additional  charms 
from  its  simple  elegance  of  attire.  Rose- 
ville  gazed  on  her,  and  every  gaudy  deco- 
ration of  injudicious  splendor,   seemed  tO: 
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pass  before  hiseye»  in  contrast  to  her  ves- 
tal costume.     Lady  Ellen  seldom  wore  or- 
naments on  her  head  ;  her  hair,  beautifully 
luxuriant,  needed   but  the  pressure  of  the 
ivory  to   wave  round  her  head  in  classic 
forms ;  the  eye  of  her  lover  wandered  al- 
ternately from  its  rich  and  burnished  knots, 
to    arms,    soft    and  fair  as    the   cygnet's 
breast ;  Ellen  met  his  im passionate  glances^ 
and  rising  in   confusion,  would   have  re- 
tired,  but  gently  detaining  her,  he  urged 
his   suit.       **  I  have    been    no   romantic 
lover,    beloved    Ellen,"    cried    Roseville, 
**  but  by  the  heaven,  before  whom  I  hope 
to  hallow   my  flame,  no  bosom  ever    beat 
with    truer   passion !    listen   then,    sweet 
woman,  nor  reject  me  when  I  ask  my  fate 
from  your    lips." — Roseville   quitted   not 
the  grove  till  he  read  in  the  chaste  beam 
of  EUtn's  eye  assurance  of  happiness — till 
her  extended  hand  was  pressed  in  his>    in 
pledge  of  union. 
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The  Cleveland's  remarked  that  evening, 
though  lady  Ellen  appeared  less  gay,  she 
had  never  been  more  interesting ;  the 
lovers  sang  duetts,  and  Ellen's  friend,  as 
she  marked  the  pathos  of  their  expression,! 
the  unison  of  their  voices,  guessed  that 
love  had  triumphed. 

At  night  Roseville  detained  Manly  in 
his  room,  anxious  to  give  pleasure  to  the 
breast  of  liis  faithful  domestic. 

**  I  find  my  health  re-established,'*  said 
he,  "  and  shall  shortly  return  to  England. 
Are  you  prepared  to  quit  Malta  ?" 

*'  My  lord,"  cried  Manly,  setting  down 
the  lamp  he  held,  with  looks  of  alarm, 
"  my  lord,  would  you  quit  St.  Joseph  ?" 

*'  Ay,  my  friend,"  cried  Roseville, 
laughing,  **andanyof  the  saints;  you  sure- 
ly will  not  regret  returning  to  Fern  Ab- 
bey ?" 

*'  I  fear,"  said  the  domestic,  mourn- 
fully, *'  your  lordship  will  miss  Colonel 
and  Mrs.  Cleveland  ?" 
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"  And  why  not,  Lady  Ellen,"  interro- 
gated Roseville. 

Manly  consulted  his  master's  eyes. 
There  was  something  in  their  expression 
encouraged  him.  ^'  I  remember,  my  lord," 
said  he,  '*  when  she  rendered  P'ern  Abbey 
the  dehght  of  my  late  young  mistress.  I 
wish,"  cried  he,  hesitating,  and  glancing 
again  at  his  master's  eye,  '^  I  wish  your 
iordsiiip  never  would  reside  there,  but 
when  Lady  Ellen  enlivened  it." 

**  Nor  shall  I,''  cried  Roseville.  *'  Re- 
tire, my  good  Manly.  Lady  Ellen  will  be 
a  kind  mistress,  and  to  her  your  master 
will  owe  his  happiness." 

*'  Bless  you  together,  bless  you  both," 
exclaimed  the  affectionate  servant,  as  he 
ran  overjoyed  from  the  apartment,  leaving 
Roseville  to  dreams  of  love  and  Ellen. 

The  Count  D'Lia  was  indefatigable  in 
overcoming  the  seeming  obstacles  that 
presented  themselves  to  the  union  of  Por- 
tia and  her  lover. — -It  was  determined  that 
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Julio  should  enter  himself  on  the  list  of 
the  Sicilian  knights,  and  in  the  class  to 
whom  marriage  is  permitted.  Shortly  af- 
ter the  nuptials  were  celebrated  in  the 
church  of  St.  Agnes  with  the  utmost  pri- 
vacy, and  the  count  determined  on  a  re- 
sidence in  Citti  Vechi  with  his  beloved 
children.  The  still  quiet  of  its  scenes 
suited  his  age  and  misfortunes.  The  vici- 
nity of  every  spot  hallowed  by  love,  en- 
deared it  to  the  wedded  pair,  who  fre- 
quently visited  at  St.  Joseph,  and  joined 
Roseville  in  his  entreaty  that  Ellen  would 
name  the  day  when  he  should  assume  the 
right  of  adding  the  husband  to  the  lover 
and  the  friend. 

Letters  from  England  accelerated  this 
wished  event.  Nor  did  Lady  Ellen  hesi- 
tate, when  Lyttleton  informed  her  his 
long-tried  interest  in  her  favor  had  at 
length  been  listened  to  by  Lord  Ashford, 
and  that  he  had  consented  to  give  her  a 
daughter's  portion.     We  extract  the  fol- 
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Ibvving  lines  from  ]\Ir.  Lyttelton's  letter, 
as  they  concern  the  House  of  Ashford : 

"  Determined  by  praise  of  virtues  she 
did  not  possess,  to  stimulate  her  to  at 
least  the  appearance  of  them,  I  applied 
to  your  bonne  mere. — '  My  dear  Lady 
Barbara,'  cried  I,  *  the  world  of  ton,  re- 
member the  manner  in  which  you  intro- 
duced Lady  Ellen  to  their  notice.  Elegant 
as  your  routs  have  been,  divinely  as  your 
compositions  have  been  performed,  accu- 
rately as  your  picture  has  been  drawn,  the 
fickleness  of  fancy  requires  a  change;  and 
believe  me,  unless  you  appear  in  some 
new  character,  your  celebrity  approaches 
its  wane.  What  think  you  of  coming  out 
this  season,  as  Ellen's  mediator  with  Lord 
Ashford  ? 

^'  Some  act  of  generosity,  on  his  part, 
excited  by  yourself,  would  decree  you  a 
London  triumph.  No  one  withholds  the 
praise  due  to  actions  of  generosity,  how- 
ever little  disposed  they  may  be  for  imita- 

VOL.  IV.  M 
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tions  ;  then,  Lady  Barbara,  would  the  be^ 
satirelobe  its  sting, — wo  would  recognize 
the  friend  of  the  mother,  or  the  enemy  of 
the  daughter  ?  Nor  need  you  exhaust 
your  purse  to  turn  the  frown  of  majesty  to 
smiles,  in  newspaper  paragraphs,  or  an- 
nounce, through  their  medium,  the  sudden 
indisposition  of  your  lord,  and  the  deli- 
cacy of  the  constitution  that  could  not 
bear  the  freezing  air  of  a  court. — Lady 
Barbara  threw  herself  back  in  one  of  those 
strange  attitudes  you  cannot  fail  to  re- 
member;  as  if  having  attained  an  unex- 
pected height,  her  head  grew  giddy,  and 
she  was  compelled  to  use  more  exertion 
than  was  consistent  with  grace,  to  retain 
herself  in  so  uncertain  a  situation."" 

**  Lyttleton,"  said  she,  vvith  a  reflective 
air,  **  there  is  reason  in  what  you  say  ; 
but  how  is  Ellen  to  reconcile  herself  to 
people  of  distinction  ?  That  unlucky 
book  of  hers  has  compelled  every  charac- 
ter of  the  day  to   new-model  their  esta- 
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blishments,  and  change  houses,  servants, 
lovers,  and  even  wigs.  Has  not  my  dear 
intimate,  the  marchioness,  bought  a  new 
carriage,  and  given  f.tty  unheard-of  ronts 
a  Alohawk  breakfast,  and  Arab  dinner, 
and  a  Kamschatka  supper  : — The  Earl  of 
Cronelly  actually  talks  of  laying  damages 
to  the  extent  of  Iiis  reputation;  and  a 
great  character,  to  whom  I  am  indebted 
for  singular  marks  of  kindness^  visits  Lady 
Cariowitz  in  plain  liveries,  splashed  with 
the  mud  of  ignoble  streets,  at  the  risk  of 
her  favor.  Now,  Lyttleton,  for  a  mere 
girl,  with  a  few  dashes  of  her  pen,  to  ef- 
fect such  changes,  as  rny^  Lord  Elvelle 
says,  in  ihe  house,  *'  accuses  the  body  po- 
luic,  to  Jieeze  the  wisdom--rooied  hair  to 
elevate." 

Lyttleton  proceeded  to  inform  his  fair 
coz,  that  Lady  Barbara  softened,  and 
joined  him  m  hib  application  to  her  lord. 
He  concluded  by  inviting  her  home^ 
V, here  his  bride,  a  young  and  accomplish- 
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cd  woman,  known  to  Lady  Ellen,  would 
delight  to  receive  her." 

'*  Generous  Lyllelton,"  cried  Rosevillc, 
as  he  perused  the  letter  Ellen  gave  him. 
**  Let  our  first  guests  at  Fern  Abbey  be 
those,  who  thus  kindly  oifer  you  an  asy- 
lum.— And  you,  my  generous  friends," 
cried  he,  looking  on  the  colonel  and  his 
lad}^,''  will  you  not  accompany  us  to  Eng- 
land, and  receive  from  my  Ellea  and  her 
happy  husband,  some  faint  return  for  all 
your  attentions  to  us  in  a  foreign  land  ?" 

"  It  is  my  intention,"  cried  the  colonel ; 
and  I  shall  not  fail  to  settle  in  vour  nei"[h- 
bourhood,  as  soon  as  I  can  disengage  my- 
self from  my  profession.  Age,  and  the 
time  I  have  served,  allow  me  to  retire 
•without  disgrace  to  the  shades." 

*'  Ellen  has  not  smiled  for  ten  days," 
said  Mrs.  Cleveland,  beholding  tears  in 
her  eyes  as  she  pressed  the  hand  of  her 
friend  affectionately. 

*'  Not  so,  my  love,"    cried   Roseville  ; 
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**  your  cheerful  wit  shall  enliven  Fern 
Abbey.  In  London,  allow  gravity  to  tem- 
per dissipation  ;  thus  snail  you-r  varied 
disposition  have  a  charm  for  every  season." 
'*  Before  I  relinquish  my  foibk,  my 
friends,"  said  Lady  Eiien,  "  allow  me  to 
praise  U.  jily  affected  gaiety  has  been 
the  shield,  with  which  in  less  happy  i^.ours 
I  repel  the  attack  of  contemptuous  pity, 
and  the  bold,  unbiubhing  freedom  of  folly 
or  vice. — Behold  me  sunk  below  my  level 
in  society,  my  feelings  stung  with  the  con- 
viciion  tliat  many  connected  wiih  me  in 
blood,  many,  on  uhom  1  had  heaped  obli- 
gation, but  waited  in  expectation  of  my 
adding  personal  to  menial  degradation,  lo 
smile  and  retire  to  roofs  misfortune  never 
entered,  and  coolly  talk  of  prudence.— 
From  this  fate,  virtue  alone,  perUaps, 
w  ould  not  have  saved  me. — I  had  recourse 
to  artifice  ;  I  ati'ected  the  gaiety  of  an  un 
wounded  bosom  ;  I  decked  my  conversa- 
tion with  the  tinselled  imitations  of  wit^ 
:m3 
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and  none  suspected  the  struggle  I  encoun- 
tered. Like  my  works,  tlie  lively  gaiety  of 
whose  pages  secured  them  an  approval 
that  would  have  been  denied  to  their  epi- 
sodes of  feeling,  the  flashes  of  cheerful- 
ness that  glanced  in  my  discourse  secured 
me  friends,  no  development  of  my  senti- 
ments would  have  softened  to  affection. — 
By  preserving  this  appearance,  my  hus- 
band's character,  intimately  connected 
with  my  own,  escaped  the  imputation  of 
imkindness ;  and  I  was  removed  by  the 
"belief  from  the  insults  of  vice,  to  which 
gaiety  is  a  more  successful  repellant  than 
sentiment.  To  this  cause  it  may,  perhaps, 
be  owing,  that  the  French  women  of  the 
hr'iUe  cour  could  advance  and  retire  at 
will  on  precipices,  where  the  head  of  an 
Englishwoman  must  have  grown  giddy. — I 
remember  when  the  bread  of  the  morrow 
depended  on  the  flourishes  of  a  whimsical 
pen.  Meeting  my  Lord  Doverfield  in  a 
brary,    a  vacancy   had  just  then   taken 
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place  in  his  heart ;  and  the  opera-dancer 
being  discarded  fro  ji  his  h>t,  it  struck 
him  an  amour  with  an  auth.oress  would  be 
something  ?}czv.  Perhaps  fear  lurked  in. 
the  same  ambush  with  Cupid. — In  my  last 
novel,  I  had  made  free  with  men  of  wiser 
minds  ;  he  might,  iliercibre,  reasonably 
hope  for  '^  honorable  mention ''  in  my 
next  literary  perforniance.  I  presume  my 
plain  entire  and  calm  eye,  checked  his 
tissual  mode  of  commencing  an  attack  of 
the  heart ;  the  on€  he  adopted  to  me  wa& 
truly  English.  Lord  Doverfield  certainly 
roused  himself  from  the  national  lethargy  ; 
for  leading  me  to  the  fire-side,  he  placed 
a  chair,  and  after  sending  the  bookseller 
to  a  remote  part  of  the  shop,  complaisantly 
enquired  after  my  health. — Now,  a  woman 
of  sentiment  would  have  entered  into  a  list 
of  nervous  complaints ;  I  did  otherwise, 
for  aware  of  the  intended  attack,  1  deter- 
mined to  meet  it  with  my  only  weapon,-^ 
raillerv. 
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'  In  return  for  your  solicitude,  my  lord/ 
said  I,  *  allow  me  to  give  you  advice  hoxv 
to  proceed  in  your  present  [Measurable 
scheme.  Tiie  library  abounds  with  cha- 
raclcrs  useful  to  an  authoress,  who  seldom 
closes  her  tablets  whilst  she  remains.  Al- 
low me  to  read  you  a  sketch  from  mine, 
on  which  I  hope  to  improve:  My  Lord 
Doverfield,  a  young  man  of  fashion,  un- 
der ttie  unpleasant  circumstance  of  a  ^7^- 
engaged  jancijy  strolls  into  .a /iZ»rtf>3^,  and 
encounters   an  authoress.-      He    consults 

*  the  human  face  divine  '  through  a  quiz^ 
zing-glass;  the  upper  part  of  her  coun- 
tenance is  arch  and  piquarit,  the  lower 
srave  and  dull  as  the  translations  of  a 
Cantab,  lie  hesitates  whether  to  address 
her  after  the  manner  of  April  or  May. — 

*  Pshaw  V  exclaims  the  ^.eer,  '  I  hate  such 
uncertnm  smiles  ;  the  Carlton  figure  too 
heavy  for  whirling  about  to  watering- 
places.' 

*'  Lord  Doverfield,  laughing^  interrupt- 
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cd  nie.  *  Is  it  possible,'  cried  he,  '  So- 
phroiiia  Crin,  or  whatever  queer  name 
you  affix  lo  \oar  books,  is  it  possible  you 
can  be  grave  an  instant  ?' 

'*  Yes,  my  lord,  said  I,  rising,  I  can  be 
seinously  displeased  \  but  to  this  point  you 
cannot  wish  to  bring  me.  Pray  allow  me 
to  finish  my  character  ;  when  my  hero 
ceases  to  be  a  lover,  he  will  rise  in  your 
estimation." 

**  Lord  Doverfleld  became  my  friend, 
and  all  the  pouts  of  insulted  dignity  would 
have  less  effectually  put  bin)  out  of  tli 
conceit  of  being  more.  Besides,  such 
ftiu;hts  are  dangerous.  Had  the  Siddons 
performed  ihe  evening  before,  who  knows 
but  sweeping  my  train  over  the  dust  of 
modern  literature,  and  rending  my  veil 
over  the  precious  remains,  might  not  have 
induced  the  waver'mg  peer  to  carry  me  off.'* 

A  few  days  befoie  the  departure  of  the 
English  friends  from  Malta,   Loid  Roae- 
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ville  received  the  hand  of  Lady  Ellen  from 
the  colonel.  Tlie  resident  chaplain  per- 
formed the  ceretnony  in  St.  Joseph  ;  and 
soon  afier  the  bridal  party  departed  for 
the  gardens  of  the  Boschetta,  where  Por- 
tia and  Julio  prepared  the  festival  of  love 
and  gratitude.  The  shady  walks,  the 
fountains,  the  alcoves,,  were  hallowed  by 
their  early  flame;  and  here  they  sought  to 
evince  their  affection  to  those  friends  from 
whom  they  were  shortly  to  be  separated, 
but  whose  remembrance  no  time  or  ab- 
sence could  efface. 

Mrs.  Cleveland  was  requested  to  invite 
an  English  parly  ;  and  the  Baroness  Mosta 
appeared  with  the  principal  Maltese. — 
Lamps  were  interspersed  amongst  the  fo- 
liaof?  :  and  on  the  rare  verdure  of  this  en- 
cha  ling  spot,  the  light  dance  was  weaved 
amid  its  groves.  The  song  of  pleasure 
resounded  ;  a  groupe  of  maskers  added  to 
Ih^  hilarity  of  the  festive  day.     iiabuedjii 
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the  costume  of  difftjrent  nations,  their 
performance  liad  njuch  of  variety  and  in- 
terest. 

At  the  cool  close  of  a  delicious  evening, 
a  collection  of  fruit  was  spread  under  the 
orange-trees,  the  voice  of  melody  rose  oi\ 
night,  beauty  smiled  on  attachment,  and 
love  twined  its  roses  with  the  chaplets  of 
Hymen.  A  few  short  days  of  pleasure 
winged  their  flight,  and  Portia  and  Ellen 
embraced  ere  they  separated  for  ever. — 
Accompanied  to  the  vessel  by  their  Mal- 
tese friends,  Lord  and  Lady  Robcville 
and  Colonel  and  Mrs.  Cleveland  parted 
from  characters  so  estimable  to  friendship 
with  the  liveliest  feelings  of  regret.  The 
breeze  filled  the  stretched  canvass,  and 
the  moment  of  separation  became  inevita- 
ble. Long  did  the  groupe  linger  on  the 
deck,  watching  the  friends  that  remained 
on  the  shore,  till  the  towers  of  St.  Angelo 
fadidon  the  vision.  Manly  then  advanced  to 
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his  lady,  and  presented  the  present  of  the 
Count  D'Lia.  Roseville,  unrolling  the 
canvass,  unfolded  to  her  eve  The  Maltese 
Portrait. 
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